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IEVERY fine work of art reflects the ambition of its creator to pro- 
duce something which manifestly excels and bids for world recognition 
as the very best of its kind. In the art of tire building, this same urge 
to surpass and to establish a more remarkable achievement than any 
yet seen, resulted in the creation of the Goodyear Double Eagle Tire 
A conspicuous success from the first, it has had many imitators, but 
no counterpart for either quality or value. Originally produced with- 


DOUB LE out regard to cost, the popular demand for this “tire of tires” long 


since reached such volume that today Goodyear is enabled to price 


EAGLE the Double Eagle so as to place it within reach of thousands more. 


- | J Copyright 1932, by The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co., Inc. 




















The New FLEXBOAT PFowing Machine 
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Strongly con- 

1 structed oO 
wood, securely 
braced throughout, 
finished in walnut. 


Rolling seat, 
with silent 
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wheels running in 

groove. Seat can- Plus 

pot tip, tilt, or 

come oft. Small Delivery 
Charges 


nly 

COMPLETE 
with 

ROLLING 
SEAT 


FREE 


Plat- 

form 
for stand- 
ing exercises, espe- 
cially valuable for 
abdominal and 
back muscles. 

Double steel 

springs, 
nickel plated, 
tested to withstand 
hard usage. 


EXAMINATION 


Rudder Fees Light ina e P 

to keep from weight. Easi- uippe ’ ° 
marring floors or ly portable. Size 46 ay th toe Copyright, 1931 and a Week s fate) 
rugs. x 13 inches. straps. U. S. and Foreign Patents Pending 


JOY-RIDE TO SLENDERNESS 
EALTH ond STRENGTH! 


JOU have always promised yourself that you would WORK to keep in shape? No wonder we keep putting it off, 





“take some exercise.” Yet that bulging waistline, until soon we do practically no limbering up at all! Now that’s 
those too-large hips, your flabby abdominal muscles— all changed! Rowing is known to be a wonderful all-around 
all tell the tale of self-neglect. That tired feeling, exercise—and it is ENJOYABLE! And the FLEXBOAT Rowing 
nervousness, constipation, and a host of other ills may | Machine makes it possible for every family to get in shape and 
be blamed on lack of regular “workouts.” But who wants to KEEP in shape—at the remarkably low price of only $7.75. 


SEND NO MONEY NOW 











BEAUTIFUL 
and STRONG Look at the illustration of the FLEXBOAT. Read the description. Then 
iit * mail the coupon. Send no money. EXAMINE THE FLEXBOAT FREE. 
Finished Try it a week in your own home at our risk of its pleasing you. Such is 
in walnut. the confidence we have in this well- 


made, low-priced rowing machine. You 
have nothing to lose! 
You have HEALTH, 
STRENGTH and 
SLENDERNESS 
to gain. 


Designed 
to with- 
stand the 
weight and 
strength of 
250 Ibs. Fits 
any size person 
up to 6 ft. 4 in. 


A MILLION 
DOLLARS’ WORTH 
OF HEALTH for only $7.75) kx: 


Every Life Insurance Company, every physician, recognizes the dangers of | aoe wey Try the 
















owing Machine in 


excess fat. You yourself know that it affects the heart, digestion, liver, your own home. PROVE that rowing 
kidneys. Reducing has always been a nightmare of strenuous dieting and fs th st beneficial and bl 
vigorous ‘exercising. Why not try rowing? It has proven a blessing to 7 Reece peel ng ncaelir Phe yells on 

, form of exercise known! Mail coupon NOW. 


thousands of others who are inclined to stoutness! 

The FLEXBOAT ROWING MACHINE has twe steel springs fastened to 7 2 ee ee ee ee ee eee es 
the back board, and attached to the front handle by means of a stout web- FREE EXAMINATION COUP ON—MAIL NOW! 
bing which rolls over a pulley. As you roll backward on the rolling seat * a 2 ‘ ae 

you pull against the tension of the springs—all the way back to a prone be te te bone Ce Ohi 

position! ept. 17 a reet, Cleveland, io. 

g some real exerci and the bending and stretching promotes healthy circulation upon arrival “If pleased with its appearance I will deposit the purchase price 


ighout the body liver, kidneys and bowels are toned up. The arms, legs, thichs —y & A — 1 
s and shoulders are given something real to do! The FLEXBOAT is fun—and it re- ($7.75 for each) with the Express ¢ ompany, to be held by them for 6 days pend- 
ing my final decision after trying the FLEXBOAT. If I do not notify the 


$ only fiv inutes day to de its good work! : 
mnly five minutes a y de go Express Company te return my money and return your rowing machine, they 


are to remit to you. It is understood there are no further payments of any kind. 
OUR OFFER: Just mail the coupon. It is not necessary to send money 
bd in advance unless you care to do so. When the Express 






Name... 
Company delivers the FLEXBOAT you have the privilege of examining it. Note its 
trength. Note how easily the rolling seat glides. Try the tension of the springs. See how Address pascedanccsascsousesesnecoqectsteasonsseoninsins 
beautiful the FLEXBOAT is in appearance. Then pay delivery charges and DEPOSIT 3 . 
WITH THE EXPRESS COMPANY. They are in- City ssssnenensessenensnseeassnsnanensnsnenenans . State 


purchase price (only $7.75) 
tructed to hold your deposit for 6 days, subject te your command. If within 6 days you 
are dissatisfied with it for ANY REASON (or for no reason at all) simply telephone the 
Express Company and they will call for the FLEXBOAT and refund your money. NO 
SALESMAN WILL CALL ON YOU. You do not need to write US for a refund. Ww e do 
not receive a penny unless you are satisfied. What could be more fair? With your FLEX- 
BOAT we will send a complete chart of interesting and enjoyable exercises. Act NOW. 


NOTE: Our finest rowing machine, the ROWFLEX HEALTH GLIDER, 
[_] has aluminum Yacht-shaped prow and other superior appointments. If de- 
sired, place X in square at left. Price $11.85, and well worth it. 
Canadian and Foreign Prices on Request. 
So oe ee eee ee es sd 
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brushed your teeth twice a day 


---you’d expect them to 

stay in perfect condition. 

Why not use his modern 

methods in your own care 
of your teeth? 


You share with your dentist the re- 
sponsibility for keeping your teeth 
sound and healthy. He can’t be on 
hand to clean your teeth every day. 
But in your own daily dental care 
you can be just as up to date as he is. 

Squibb Dental Cream cleans teeth 
the modern way, by a scientifically 
balanced formula. 

Before the scientists in the Squibb 
Laboratories produced this dentifrice 
they resolved that it should be as safe 
and as effective as modern ideas of 


oral hygiene require. 


oe - if the Dentist 


They spent years in research and 
consultation with leaders of the dental 
profession, and found dentists every- 
where approving and recommending 
the scientifically balanced formula 
created by Squibb. That is why den- 
tists have chosen Squibb Dental 
Cream—exceptionally smooth, pure 
and palatable—and employed it. 

Squibb’s does its work thoroughly, 
pleasantly and safely. It contains no 
grit or astringent — nothing that can 
injure tooth-enamel or the tender 
tissues of the mouth. Its gentle pol- 
ishing action makes the teeth gleam 
beautifully. And it is so refreshing to 
the taste that every one enjoys using it. 

Get a tube of Squibb’s today, and 
back up your dentist in giving your 


teeth modern care. 





© iss2 uusco 


Toes Straight Ahead 


_ foot! Right foot! Up hill and down dale—over hard 
pavements and country roads as well as indoors, they 
have carried you millions of steps. If you want them to 
carry you several more millions of steps in comfort, a little 


time will be well spent considering that marvelous bit of 


anatomic engineering, your own foot. 


And those healthy little feet of your children—keep them 
strong as they are now by giving your boys and girls the 
right kind of shoes and by teaching them to walk softly 
like an Indian—with toes straight ahead. 


Unless all of the twenty-six bones in the foot are kept in 
their proper places, the long arch which extends from 
heel to great toe, or the short arch across the ball of the 
foot, may weaken, sag or fall. Pain in the foot, leg or 
other parts of the body will follow pressure of displaced 
bones against sensitive nerves. 


Stubborn cases of headache, backache, continued fatigue, 
poor circulation, indigestion, unruly nerves, spinal dis- 
orders, neuritis, rheumatism or pain often mistaken for 
kidney trouble may have their origin in the feet. 


Kept strong and well, neither tilted out of proper posi- 
tion nor cramped by ill-fitting shoes, your foot is a sturdy 
support. But even if it has been badly used, a foot spe- 
cialist may, by prescribing foot exercises or scientifically 


constructed shoes, restore it to a full measure of usefulness. 


Misuse (walking with toes out) 

Disuse (lack of daily exercise) 

Abuse (wearing improperly fitted shoes)—cause temporary 
foot miseries, fallen arches and other serious injuries. 


Do you stand and put your full weight first on one foot, 
then on the other when buying new shoes? Your foot is 
longer when you are standing than when you are sitting. 


Shoes should have a straight inner edge and should be 
large enough to permit the toes to lie flat. And most 
important—the sole of the shoe, under the ball of your 
foot, should not round down in the center or bend up at 
the sides. If it does, the short arch may be forced down 
and flattened by your weight. Feel the inside of the shoe 
to make sure that the sole is not lower in the middle 
than at the sides. 

When a foot is unable to carry its load uncomplainingly, 
knees, hips and spine suffer the consequences. A straight 
body, having good posture, is rarely found above weak- 
ened or distorted feet. 

Send for the booklet “Standing Up to Life” which tells 
how to overcome many foot troubles by means of in- 
telligent corrective foot exercises. Address Booklet 
Dept. 332-F. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


FREDERICK H. ECKER, PRESIDENT 


ONE MADISON AVE., NEW YORK, N.Y. 








“Would you be interested in a phone call from 


Miss Dimpleknees at this time, sir?” 





We could enjoy New England 
winters. When a New Englander 
says in December, “Gee, it’s cold,” 
he has settled everything for four 


months. 


The latest news from Manchuria 
is that Floyd Gibbons was fired on by 
a sentry who mistook him for a ma- 


chine gun nest. 
° 


Widespread fear that business may 
hever return to normal isn’t so great 
as the widespread fear that it has. 


The seven supervised distilleries 
turned out last year only 2,435,631 
gallons of whisky for medicinal pur- 
poses. Somehow it seemed more. 


A new gland treatment is guar- 
anteed to produce a race 16 feet high. 
Among the disadvantages is chairs 
will have to be marked the same as 
aviation landing fields. 


“All our efforts are directed to- 
ward restoring quiet and peace,” says 
a Japanese general. Just a Japanese 


sandman. 
aa 


MODERN LAD 


My infant never asks for toys 
And yet his room is always full 

Of things you bang or push or pull 
And planes and tenants of the 

Ark. 

He takes them from the smaller boys 

He overpowers in the park. 
—S.V. J. 


“Architecture,” says Dean Bos- 
sange of N. Y. U., “needs the fem- 
inine touch.” Then we'll see homes 
advertised: Ten rooms, ten baths, 
twenty linen closets, no kitchens. 


New York police have been told 
to be lenient with vagrants. It is good 
news for the man who promises to 
meet his wife on the corner. 


The suggestion is made that Radio 
City in New York be called “Rocke- 
feller City.” Why not “Babylon?” 


Who remembers the good old days 
when experts predicted a lull in busi- 
ness during a Presidential election 
year? 





TRY THESE ON YOUR DEPRESSION 


wife said to me the other day, 

Mw doesn’t somebody get 

an idea that will stop the de- 
pression?” 

And I replied, “Well, there 
have been millions of ideas, but they 
haven’t done any good.” 

“Why?” she asked. 

So I told her. “It’s because.the 
ideas have been too good. You can’t 
expect a cock-eyed world to appreciate 
good ideas. Why, take the oldest idea 
in the world, that a fellow ought to save his money. 
Did folks appreciate it? No, they never saved any money 
until it got so plentiful it had to be put in the bank to 
keep it from killing out the grass where they had been 
leaving it around the yard.” 

Then my wife began to pay attention to our con- 
versation. “What kind of ideas are going to help?” she 
asked. “And what are you going to do about it?” 

“Me? Well, I’ll tell you what I’m going to do. 
I’m going to give the world some ideas it can understand. 
Then, maybe I’ll get a Nobel prize for stopping the 
depression. Forty thousand dollars would fit in pretty 
well right now.” And she turned away on me, with a 
shrug and “Oh yeah?”—which shows how much appreci- 
ation I get at home. She thinks I’m kidding. But I’m 
not. I really have ideas. For instance: 

Take the United States Steel 
Corporation, whose stock also has been 
loafing around the five-and-ten-cent 
stores. Somebody in the sales depart- 
ment is using a big mahogany desk for 
a pillow. Opportunity is all about. 
Awake there, my lads! Can’t you see 
what’s going on? Why, nations are go- 
ing on a silver standard. This means 
there will soon be no silver available for 
linings. And with the old world all clut- 
tered up with clouds, something must 
be done. Now, the thing that can be 
done, and should be done forthright, is 
that the United States Steel Corpora- 
tion should put out a steel cloud lining, lighter weight, 
more durable, stainless, more modern, and at half the 
cost. Always carry an extra cloud lining with you; it fits 
into your brief case, or vest pocket. With rainbow at- 
tached for only 98 cents extra. Think what 26 color pages 
in the Saturday Evening Post would do with this idea! 

The radio industry needs help, too. Something is 
wrong when new sets, complete with 16 tubes, aerial, 
bust of George Washington and a biography of Graham 
MacNamee, are offered for $1.14, with no takers. Radios 


Let Gandhi's 


Farmers should grow football pigs 


goat make beer! 


are just not practical enough. With 
mother in the basement doing the 
washing, and father over at the drug 
store trying to keep out of hearing 
distance, what sense is there in turning 
on a radio that merely sings and plays 
jazz and tells us how to raise turnips 
that taste like cantaloupes? I suggest 
that a new radio be created, one that 
will turn the wringer, set the dinner 
table, help the kid with his algebra 
and go find dad when the depression 
is over. There is no place in the home today for a playboy. 

Now take glue. The glue market is decidedly 
bearish. The glue boys are Worrying themselves into an 
early old mucilage. The trouble at present is that glue 
is too good. The world doesn’t want good glue in hard 
times. Nothing would help so much in relieving the 
depression as glue that won’t stick. If postage stamps 
would drop off envelopes, bills wouldn’t reach us. 
Mortgages wouldn’t stick to our homes. Wall paper 
wouldn’t hold to walls—and this, incidentally, would 
not only make home a more interesting place, but also 
provide lucrative employment for paper hangers, cleaners 
and other persons useful around a muss. Further, with 
non-holding glue, wigs wouldn’t stick to bald heads, and 
men would become honest. Also, more glue should be 
sold to the Eskimos, for building igloos. 

And there are farmers. If they 
get many more “good ideas” they’ll all 
starve to death. Somehow or other, 
farmers have acquired the idea that their 
business was to fill granaries and gro- 
cery stores and banquet tables. They’re 
getting tired of doing all the work and 
watching the city slickers do all the eat- 
ing. They’ve got to be smart, and get 
up-to-date. They should develop a new 
breed of pigs. They should produce a 
pig, which, when picked at three or four 
months of age, is just the size and shape 
of a football. They could sell these pigs 
for 18 to 20 dollars. They could breed 
them a tan, like a Duroc-Jersey, and there wouldn’t be 
anything else to do except to crop off the pig’s ears and 
tail and teach him to keep his eyes shut. Think how this 
pig would pep up a football game! And what an honor 
it would be for a farmer to raise the pig used in the 
Notre Dame-Army game! 

I do a bit of plagiarizing for my idea on prohibi- 
tion. I’m snitching the basis for my prohibition plan 
from Mahatma Gandhi. He won’t mind. Anyway, he’s a 

(Continued on page 57) 








** ‘NATIONAL AUNT’ PROPOSED 
As CONSORT FOR UNCLE SAM” 


—News Item. 


THINGS WILL NEVER 
GET BETTER! you're an 
AWFUL FLOP oe THERE'S 
80 USE GOING ON 

with YOu !! BOO} Hoos, 
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“ _. for the more you have known of the others, 


the less you can settle to one!” 


—KIPLING. 








Over the Moon Again... Congress at Work ... Loose Government 





HINGS seem to be mending. Possibly we have come 

to the turn in the road. One hears that symptoms of 

business here and there are better. One hears this 
and that about technicalities of the situation, but the 
main basis of new courage, what there is of it, is a sus- 
picion that most of the bed mistakes have been made and 
that anything done in a large way now is likely to be 
an improvement. 

As a rule, people won’t do as they ought in pub- 
lic matters until they are scared into it. But that is now 
happening. Even Congress seems to realize that this is 
no time for fooling or squabbling. The House, since it 
assembled, has really been helpful, a fact which has intro- 
duced to publicity Mr. Garner, of Texas, the new Dem- 
ocratic Speaker. Mr. Garner, who was not well known to 
many people until this Congress met, is at this writing 
receiving almost as many encomiums as Justice Holmes. 
He may become a candidate for the Democratic nomina- 
tion for President. He is welcome to that circle. 

Either or both of the Presidential candidates may 
be men less known than Speaker Garner. But whoever 
they are, our affairs and the World’s affairs cannot wait. 
There is a job to be done NOW. Mr. Hoover has 
still at least a year to spend in the White House. There 
will be a lot doing and let us hope a good deal done 
in that time, and whatever political intelligence Mr. 
Hoover really has is likely to become visible. 

Too much attention is paid to the personal faults 
of great performers, especially in politics, but the lead- 
ing question about any politician is—Can he do the 
job?, said job now being to induce the Business cow 
to resume her jumps over the moon. 


EW observers expected very much of Congress. 

Their thoughts ran more to its incapacities and lack 
of understanding than the possibilities of help from it. 
Plenty of people thought that it should have been called 
earlier in a special session, but not many expected much 
good of it. Congress had passed the Bonus, raised the 
tariff, and had been too cowardly and too selfish to ex- 
press its real views about Prohibition, so most people 
did not look at it as a promising source of help. 

But it has turned out to be helpful. Having 
had government by the administration for many 
months without any place for complaint to be disclosed 
except in the newspapers, to have Congress sitting, 
receptive and vocal, has proved to be really a comfort 
and made us realize that our fathers in trusting govern- 
ment to three agencies had not done so ill after all. 
Possibly that long wait we had, about ten months, i 
which a lot of things were happening and Congress 
was not there, was an advantage, in that it brought 
our affairs to such a pass that there could be no more 


by E. S. Martin 





fooling with them and something had to be done. 

The very slight majority by which the House is 
Democratic and the Senate Republican makes our present 
government less partisan than usual and almost as na- 
tional as the present government of England. 

Even foolish talk in Congress has its uses since 
if it is foolish enough it is reported, spread before the 
public and considered on its merits. 


HE United States has been a world power for a good 

while but only lately has become a great creditor na- 
tion. It is now learning the money lending job and not 
unnaturally is having some expensive lessons. Hand in 
hand with that goes the duty of looking after dependen- 
cies that have come to its charge in this last generation. 
We do not do a very good job on them yet—not more 
than fair in the Philippines, Porto Rico and the Virgin 
Islands. But, after all, training a lot of people to self 
government is not a light job. The British have been at 
it in India for some time and it is all too evident that 
they have not perfected it yet. However, as far as India 
goes, no people come from a government imposed from 
the outside to one that rests on their own wills without 
disturbance. “Who would be free, themselves must strike 
the blow” is even better politics than poetry. 

What happened in Honolulu jolted our policy 
with dependencies with a solar plexus blow. It got an 
enormous advertisement. It made most people mad, in- 
cluding a fair proportion of Congress, also the Navy 
department, but not so far as has appeared at this writing 
the Interior department. There are times when white 
hot indignation does invaluable cauteries. Perhaps we 
shall have an example of that in the case of Honolulu. 

Is there a lesson there for Chicago and New 
York? Here we have two great cities with mixed 
populations—not much Oriental, as in Honolulu, but 
very mixed Europeans—millions of Italians, other mil- 
lions from southern Europe, and large communities of 
Negroes. What intelligence they have, what notions of 
public or private deportment hardly count in politics. 
Their votes are simply something to be handled. As 
Mayor Thompson demonstrated in Chicago any kind of 
suitable noise will reach their ears quite irrespective of 
whether it makes sense or not. 

And how much better is Mayor Walker in New 
York? The standard of political intelligence is doubtless 
higher in New York’s electorate than in Chicago’s, 
but it is plain enough that New York is under tribute, 
that it is worked by the unscrupulous chiefly for the 
benefit of a political machine. Considering the inertia 
and gullibiliry of voters, we ought not to be surprised 
that its government is faulty and may wonder that it 
is not much worse. 





Driving him on. 





French wives, says a magazine, are 
resorting to the revolver in prefer- 
ence to the divorce court. You see, 
it doesn’t take so long for a bullet to 
become absolute. 

e 

Three armed bandits held up 82 
insurance agents at a banquet in 
New York and escaped without buy- 


ing any. 
° 


Mrs. Charles Levine, wife of the 
first transatlantic air passenger, re- 
cently lost jewels valued at $75,000. 


He was not among them. 
. 

The Republican Na- 
tional Convention is set 
for June 14. Prediction: 
The depression will end 
at midnight, June 13. 

. 

A Michigan woman 
killed a valuable dog in 
an attempt to poison her 
husband. 

You can’t win. 
° 

Three autogiros have 
chartered to re- 
move the mail from in- 


be en 


coming liners. We hope 
no Ancient Mariners 
are aboard. 

. 

A Chicago gangster who killed his 
wife has surrendered to the police. 
The District Attorney is going over 
the man’s income tax returns, hoping 
to establish a case against him. 


California air, states a booklet, is 
almost like champagne. 
So is California champagne. 


An American heiress says she fell 
in love with an Italian Prince when 
she saw him dancing the rumba. 
Their marriage should be happy, un- 
less she happens across a Cuban eat- 
ing spaghetti. 

+ 

The average man really enjoys 
paying his $18.72 income tax. It gives 
him the feeling that he has a right 
to raise hell with Congress. 


Greta Garbo recently visited New 
York with a fanfare of secrecy. 


The new taxes will be only on lux- 
uries, says Secretary Mellon. Beer 
and whisky, then, being untaxed, are 
to be classed as necessities? 


A man was seen recently on the 
streets of New York wearing a straw 
hat, flannel trousers and two heavy 
overcoats and carrying an umbrella. 
Probably just a weather expert on a 
holiday. 


“Hold still, Alf, it ain’t dead yet!” 


A Long Island resident has re- 
ceived an answer from a message 
which he tossed overboard from his 
yacht in a bottle six years ago. It 
would be an ideal way to invite week- 
end guests. 


Heat from a volcano in Greece is 
being used to generate electricity. 
Alabama might do the same with its 


Heflin. 


A war veteran suggests that we let 
his old top sergeant write Germany 
a note about repudiating reparations. 


The navy hopes to build 122 ves- 
sels by 1942. Work will be rushed in 


an attempt to finish them before they 
become obsolete. 


“What is the difference between 
shooting dice and playing bridge for 
money?” asks an editorial. Well, for 
one thing, your trousers don’t wear 
out in the same place. 


The estimate is made that there 
are 800,000 bootleggers in the 
United States. But to the rest of us 
prohibition is not a success. 


Marconi’s voice, during the cele- 
bration of “Marconi Day”, was sent 
entirely around the world. It seems 

a lot of trouble just to 
enable a man to talk to 
himself. 


An Ohio judge ruled 
that the theft of a Mod- 
el T Ford is not grand 
larceny. Many would 
consider it justa thought- 
ful little courtesy. 


To ease the strain on 
patients a Boston dent- 
ist shows movies on the 
ceiling. We understand 
a Marie Dressler film is 
the very thing for get- 
ting at a wisdom tooth. 


Several walking fish are to be seen 
now in the New York aquarium. A 
wire screen over the top of the tank 
prevents them from escaping and 
finding their way into Wall Street 
nearby. 


Both parties are holding their 
conventions in Chicago where they 
can get that Dempsey-Tunney ref- 
eree to count the ballots. 


The Literary Digest might save us 
a lot of time and worry if it would 
only go ahead and tell us who will 
be elected in November. 


For the first five months of the 
fiscal year the federal deficit was 
$1,252,631,150. This is a lot of 


money not to have. 
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O you really think this country will repeal the 
18th Amendment in your life time?” 
“T’ll bet you two to one on it,” retorted 
John J. Raskob to the North Carolina newspaper man 
who asked the question. 

There was a laugh from the fifty odd reporters. 
No one offered to accept the bet. A moment before they 
had Raskob in what looked like a tight hole trying to 
explain that he had not changed his position. Some of 
the reporters obviously thought he had surrendered to 
the Drys in not forcing a fight to haye the Democratic 
National Committee recommend resubmission of the 
prohibition amendment to the national convention. 

“How long do you really think it will take to get 
the amendment repealed?” he was asked later. 

“Just four years after Congress submits it,” 
he replied. “But I am not sure just when Congress will 
do that.” 

“Captain Bill” Stayton, chairman of the Board 
of the Association Against the Prohibition Amendment, 
of which Raskob is one of the main stays, figures ten 
years at the outside for the whole business. 

Henry H. Curran, president of the association, is 
sure half the states will ratify a repeal amendment as 
soon as they can hold special elections for constitutional 
conventions. 

Ten years covers the span of time for all their 
estimates. Yet the thing they seek, the repeal of an 
amendment once placed in the constitution, has never 
been accomplished before. It would require a two thirds 
majority of both House and Senate to submit, and the 
favorable action of thirty-six states to approve! 

Meanwhile President Hoover has said to friends 
that he thinks there is one more victory in the dry side! 
He has never been quoted as saying that there is “only” 
one more, but the inference is plain. 


O maybe the judgment of Hoover and Raskob is not 
i) so far apart. Which is interesting, what with a 
lot of Republicans saying that Hoover is really a Demo- 
crat, who urged the election of a Democratic Congress 
in 1918, and with a lot of Democrats, especially in the 
South, saying that Raskob is only a temporary Demo- 
crat, having been a Republican until Al Smith’s race 
in 1928. 

Their judgment certainly does not agree on one 
point. Raskob is absolutely certain of Hoover’s defeat 
next fall providing the Democrats go sufficiently wet 
to win the Northeastern states. Hoover ‘is counting on 
the “one more dry victory” to save him from the effects 
of the depression, and from the Democratic flood tide 
manifested in the 1930 election, and in all the bye 
elections since. 

Hoover hopes the Democrats will go wet—the 
wetter the better for him on that “one more dry victory.” 





The Pelitieal Status of Prohibition .. . by Carter Field 


Evidence that the Democrats will probably 
nominate a Wet is in the list of men most talked about 
for the nomination. 

Way out in front is Franklin D. Roosevelt, 
Governor of New York, who was reelected by 700,000 
majority after his flat declaration that he favored the 
repeal of the 18th Amendment. 

He arouses no enthusiasm among the extreme 
wets, who think his wringing wet declaration was based 
more on political expediency than on a profound disgust 
with present liquor conditions. 

Which view is evidently shared by the middle-of- 
the-road Drys, driven to his standard by fear of Al 
Smith and Raskob. They recognize that the convention 
will name a Wet, and they think Roosevelt will not 
bother to upset the dry apple cart once he gets in the 


White House. 
Newton D. Baker, Wilson’s Secretary of War, 


is committed absolutely to repeal. He signed the Wick- 
ersham report, but expressed himself forcibly in an 
individual opinion. 

He is the man the bookmakers rate as next to 
the favorite, Roosevelt. 

Governor Albert C. Ritchie, of Maryland, is 
given third place in the sweepstake chances by the 
bookmakers. He has been campaigning against the 18th 
Amendment for years. 

Speaker John Garner, of Texas, who has loomed 
up surprisingly in the last few months, actually voted 

(Continued on page 50) 
























“When Prohibition’s over I’m going into Politics.” 









The Saga of &ta the Goat 


BY 


Corey Ford 


ROHIBITION cracked her heart. Today she is a 
Prrrecati goat, very much married, with a litter 

of kids every spring and a modest dwelling behind 
a garage on the shores of the Gowanus Canal. And no 
one knows, when she browses alone of an evening amid 
the tin cans and rubbish of Brooklyn’s trackless dumps, 
whether her mind ever turns back wistfully to the heyday 
of Tally’s Saloon and the easy camaraderie of West 


Illustrations by John Held, Jr. 


ie 


aT a 


— Th t — wit] 


_ 
Street. = <— - ios a) 5 
Her beard is matted now, her eyes are rheumy, es 


and her leathery bosom sags and sways carelessly from 
side to side as she mounts an eminence of twisted bed- 
springs, rubber tires and discarded boots, and stands for 
a long moment silhouetted against the sunset. Perhaps 
her hoof dislodges a broken bottle; it tumbles down the 
side of the mound and lands at the bottom with a remi- 
niscent clink. Amid the forgotten refuse the jagged neck 
glints briefly like a ruby in the orange afterglow. 

Slowly the blue mists of evening prowl toward her 
across the fragrant flats. The long wisps of shadow reach 
out ghostly fingers, as she stands alone, defiant, atop 
her little hummock of rubbish; the outer edges of the 
dumps, extending in a desolate grey sea toward the in- 
visible towers of Manhattan, are already hidden in the 
enfolding night. Her aged nostrils distend. Her head 
goes high. For a moment she lifts her cracked voice 
again in the plaintive soprano bleat which blended once 
with the best harmonies of the waterfront, in those far- 
off days when she had been known on seven seas as 
Etta, the Sailors’ Pal: the Toast of the Merchant 
Marine. 


For Etta was not always a home body. In the care- 
free times of long ago, when swinging doors had neither 
bolts nor sliding panels, and three fingers of Rye slid 
readily across the counter in exchange for a nickel, Etta 
had earned and jealously maintained her reputation as 
the hardest-drinking goat in lower Manhattan. Not 
only did she drink: she held her liquor like a lady. Sailors 
passed in and sailors passed out; but it was Etta, her 
eyes glazed and her feet planted firmly at the four angles 
best calculated to meet the exigencies of a swaying floor, 
who could drink them all down one by one. And it was 
Etta, having seen them all under the table, who loyally 
saw them up again and home one by one to their ships. 

No one knows when Etta first came to Tally’s 
Saloon. Some there were who said she nursed a secret sor- 
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Etta on oy eminence 


row, and was trying to drown it in drink. Some whispered 
a respectable Harlem upbringing and an unfortunate 
scandal which had sent her to the streets a thing of 
shame, a scarlet goat, an outcast Jezebel who had butted 
through the swinging doors of Tally’s one cold and 
stormy night, and there taken grateful and permanent 
refuge. And some—but they were only jealous slanderers 
—intimated that Tally was merely fattening her to be a 
Bock Beer sign. At any rate he had befriended her; here 
consequently she made her home, and here, in time, she 
acquired her burning and perennial thirst. 

By accident or by design, somehow she had fallen, 
though memories of Etta’s first drink were vague enough. 
No one around Tally’s, not the oldest bar-fly, could re- 
member when Etta had not hit the bottle. Probably 
some maudlin customer, becoming suddenly impressed 
one night with the sad fact that a she-goat’s life is just 
one kid after another, had attempted to inject a little 
cheer into her drab maternal existence by feeding her 
pretzels soaked in rum. She was tempted, she strayed, 
and once having acquired a taste for the stuff, as is so of t- 
en the case, she could never let it alone again. From a trim 
female goat, she grew gradually blowsy, frumpy, care- 
less of her appearance; her bleat became cracked and 
harsh, her laughter ribald, and her eyes puffed and 
baggy at the lids. And yet the cigar-smoke and the rough 
masculine companionship mellowed her, even as it 
coarsened her. She ripened into a sentimental and dowdy 
middle-age: raucous, blunt, honest, with all the violent 
devotions and fierce loyalties of the hardened courtesan. 
She never complained. She could protect herself, and she 
asked no quarter. No one bothered her; no one ques- 
tioned her. In the roistering world of Tally’s Saloon, 
Etta was simply one of the boys. She belonged. 
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In those carefree days Etta never wanted for a 
drink. Her approach was irresistible. She would sidle up 
to a customer at the bar, when the thirst seized her, nudge 
his elbow significantly, perhaps rip out a section of his 
pocket as a gentle reminder, or, if that method failed, 
lower her head and butt him determinedly upward and 
forward, sending him sprawling on his stomach across 
the polished mahogany. This last method never failed. 
The contrite customer would climb down and hurriedly 
buy three fingers for Etta. She would tilt back her head, 
eject her tongue in a long pink scoop, and as her new- 
found host poured the drink down this eager funnel she 
would draw in her tongue again with an inhaled schloop! 
and blink twice. She never took a chaser. 

And they never saw her tight. Barring a slight 
intensity of expression, and a tendency to form swift and 
unreasoned antipathies toward innocent objects across 
the room, she showed no effects of the drinks she had 
absorbed. After a generous evening with the boys, the 
curious glazed look would come over her eyes; she would 
seem to stare preoccupied into space for a moment with 
mounting fury; then without warning she would hurtle 
forward, bolt across the room with lowered head, and 
butt any offending object out of her path. Her berserk 
rage vanished as quickly as it had come. If the object 
of her attack happened to have been a mirror, or a waiter 
with a bouquet of steins in his hands, or mayhap one 
of her own sea-going companions stooping intently over 
a game of craps, Etta was instantly contrite. Her head 
lowered in shame, she would turn and crawl under a 
table; or, if the table seemed at the moment to have too 
many legs revolving past her in rapid succession, she 
would simply sit patiently till it slowed down a bit. 
Along with her craving for drink, Etta soon de- 
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“In those carefree days, Etta never wanted for a drink.” 





veloped the kindred vices of the bar. She liked cigar 
stubs, hot or cold. Cheese and pretzels and pickled onions 
she relished; but Etta would readily forsake even these 
morsels in her craving for a certain superior delicacy 
which she discovered one night, quite by accident, in the 
long brass-buttoned overcoats worn by visiting police- 
men from the nearby Charles Street station-house. 

Between the lining of a policeman’s overcoat and 
the outer material—a fact which is not generally known 
to the gourmet—there is usually inserted a coarse- 
grained cheese-cloth which lends to the uniform that 
rigid and unbending dignity characteristic of the 
law; and this padding has a ripe and salty flavor that 
cannot be duplicated among the most pungent Euro- 
pean cheeses. Etta’s taste for this glue-soaked cloth 
proved utterly irresistible. She would wait patiently each 
night until a bluecoat had locked his elbows comfortably 
over the edge of the bar, rested his head on his arms and 
dozed into a brief and happy oblivion, dangling limply 
with knees bent like a wet sock on a line; and then she 
would slyly but surely rip out the lining from his coat 
and devour it in ravenous hunks. It was just the sort of 
spicy snack she relished between drinks; and despite all 
his precautions the apologetic Mr. Tally was often 
forced to buy as many as eight or ten new overcoats in 
the course of a month for wrathy and tattered arms of 
the law. It was Etta’s vice, and she stuck to it. 

And then, abruptly, Romance entered her life. 

x Ok Ox 

Etta loved Claude passionately, wholly. Hers was 
a devotion that held no thought of self. She worshipped 
the very sawdust that he walked on, the petulant quirk 


of his pretty mouth, the straggling hairs of his sparse 
(Continued on the next page) 
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young beard. He had strolled into her little world one 
night, through the swinging doors of Tally’s Saloon, 
bedraggled, kicked, half-starved; and Etta’s heart had 
straightway gone out to him. It was never returned. 

Etta had been imbibing freely at the bar, the night 
that he arrived. As he paused in the doorway, be- 
wildered by the lights and laughter within, she was 
lending her vigorous treble to the strenuous harmonies 
of “Sweet Adeline”. Her bleat faltered, dwindled, died. 
Her hardened old face became wondering and tender, and 
she moved toward him almost with reverence, as though a 
young god had strayed by mistake into her coarse and 
rollicking world. Beneath the curious hostile eyes of the 
men along the bar she had led him toward the free 
lunch, and interposed her shaggy body between him and 
the upraised brogue of the outraged Mr. Tally. She had 
even ripped off for him a choice length of cheese-cloth 
from her favorite policeman’s overcoat. And that night, 
while Claude slept on her own fragrant rug before the 
stove, Etta lay awake beside him on the hard sawdust, her 
adoring eyes never leaving his placid face, her asthmatic 
breathing hushed lest she disturb her slumbering god. 

It was a devotion as one-sided as it was intense. 
Claude was young and he was handsome; he was con- 
scious of his trim, regular limbs, his curried shoulders, 
his curved, almost effeminate horns. In contrast to this 
precious dandy, Etta seemed more blowsy, more dis- 
heveled than ever; and no one was more conscious of 
this than Claude. They said at the bar that he treated 
her shamefully. She stole cheese-cloth for him, she pro- 
tected him from hostile boots with a fierce maternal 
wrath, she waited on him and fawned over him, she 
pawed his bed out for him at night. And in return he 
grew steadily more irritable, quarrelsome, petty; he 
found fault with her on every occasion. He acted for all 
the world like a spoiled kid. 

It is fortunate that Etta made no sentimental ad- 
vances; for he would most certainly have rebuffed her at 
once. However, she was quite content to worship him 
from a distance with wide, adoring eyes, amazed at the 
benevolent fate which had 
seen fit to bring this glori- 
ous creature, this 
Adonis among goats, into 
her drab and tawdry life, 
and thus give her the in- 
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"She relished the lining of policemens’ coats.” 





estimable privilege of waiting upon him without thought 
of reward. He was meant for better things, she knew in 
her heart; Tally’s Saloon was socially far below him. 
Herself, she was not fit to scratch his back. But she 
did not complain. She was content to worship him from 
afar, serve him, protect him, absorb his abuse in silence, 
hug his few grudging words of gratitude to her aching 
bosom, and prevent him above all else from tasting the 
liquor that was served nightly over his very nose. 

On this one point Etta was adamant. The curse of 
drink might have brought her where she was today; 
but this young god among goats should never set hoof 
on the primrose paths of dalliance that she had followed. 
She might be a goat of easy virtue, a shattered hulk 
drifting alone and soon forgotten; but while there was 
any breath left in her old body, he should remain pure 
and undefiled. In every other respect she acceded to his 
slightest wish, but liquor she would never permit him. 
And under this affectionate tyranny, Claude, as is ever 
the nature of the beast, rebelled. 

Perhaps she saw it coming. She must have known 
that this barroom idyll could not last forever. Despite 
herself, she realized that she was slowly but surely drag- 
ging him down to her own level. Her very devotion, her 
unflagging solicitude and tenderness were only hastening 
the inevitable. Claude was growing more impatient and 
restive; the life of ease and indolence was telling on him. 
He had even affected a ribbon. And twice in the last 
few days she had caught him at the bar, and butted 
the glass from his lips in the nick of time. She grew 
moody and sad; but there was little doubt left now in 
her mind concerning the direction in which her duty 
lay. In her ideal love there was no room for thought of 
self. She loved him too much; and so, to save him from 
herself, with husky voice and lowered eyes, she ordered 
him to be gone forever. 

But Claude, it appeared, was in no mind to de- 
part. He had a comfortable berth, a soft bed, warmth, 
food for the asking, a patient and adoring mistress to 
wait upon him and never complain of his abuse. Re- 
turn to the life of drudgery and hardship he had left? 
Not he. His handsome jaws opened wide in an elegant 
yawn of boredom; with a shrug and a casual whisk of 
his distinctly personable tail, he turned his back upon 
her and strolled toward his bed. Etta stood silent, staring 
after him, torn between duty and her overpowering de- 
sire; with a little sigh she sank at last upon the hard 
sawdust beside him, her wide-awake eyes still staring 
hungrily at the slumbering form of her god, but with her 
mind made up at last. 
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The story of Etta, toast of the Merchant Marine, 
will be concluded in the April issue of LIFE.... What 
is her mind made up to, anyway? What will she do about 
Claude? What would you do about Claude? Perhaps— 
who knows—Etta living in the twilight of her heart is just 
achump ... that will be for you who know her to decide. 































































































The toast burns in Rome. 








«a te ut sox ce DROADCASTINGS ...... 


many’s repudiation of her 

war debt, nobody has marked the injustice it will 
work to the foreign correspondents who were separat- 
ed for months from their families, while the delegates to 
the Peace Conference argued as to how much Germany 
ought to pay and when she ought to pay it. Poor old 
Mr. Clemenceau wore out six pairs of grey silk gloves, 
from alternately clasping his hand and banging his 
fist on the table. He lost a great deal of sleep, although 
he usually made it up during the discussion of such as- 
pects of the Peace Pact as did not affect the interests of 
France. He also contracted laryngitis unnecessarily, 
from correcting bearded interpreters, who translated his 
French interviews with Englisk and American corre- 
spondents, for Mr. Clemenceau could easily have trans- 
lated his own interviews, since he had wide experience as 
a teacher of French in American private schools, had also 
married an American wife, provisionally, and in fact 
spoke much better English than some of the English- 
speaking correspondents themselves. The wily old gen- 
tleman, however, preferred to blame his interpreters 
for any of his own faux pas, and therefore spoke in 
French, but where he and his interpreters had the advan- 
tage over the correspondents, was that the correspon- 
dents were not enured to the winter climate of the 
Quai d'Orsay. 

We caught flu, pneumonia and chilblains while Mr. 
Clemenceau and his interpreters glowed with the heat of 
the audience chamber which at times exceeded forty- 
eight degrees Fahrenheit, and now Germany repudiates, 
not only her war debts, but also her war guilt. Certain 
of the Peace Correspondents are not at all consoled by 
the thought that at the end of the Franco-Prussian War, 
France paid Germany eight milliard francs of indemnity 


(1,600,000,000) and lost Alsace-Lorraine, by the Treaty 
of Frankfurt, before Germany removed her troops from 
France, and some of those troops had occupied towns as 
far from the frontier and as essentially French as Tours, 
which would be equivalent to French troops being still 
in the occupation of Leipzig or of Hanover. And the levy 
and payment of the indemnity was insisted on by Ger- 
many, and complied with by France in as short a time 
as six months after the close of the Franco-Prussian 
War in 1871, and in spite of the domestic havoc worked 
by the Commune of 1871. 

Let Dr. Harry Elmer Barnes, historian, and Henry 
L. Mencken split hairs, the fact remains that 40,000,000 
Frenchmen who are just Frenchmen and not historians, 
“burn up” when they think of the Treaty of Frankfurt, 
and there are a few Americans, like me, who “burn up” 
with them. 


ND anyway, the German foreign office doesn’t know 
the temper of us flouted peace correspondents. Speak- 
ing for myself and for at least Jimmy Montague, I am 
willing to go over there again and spend several months 
of an entirely new edition of the Peace Conference, din- 
ing every few nights at Prunier’s on the Rue Duphot, 
taking in a good show at the Casino de Paris, and sitting 
on a high stool in the bar of Madame Footit on the Rue 
de Montaigne, while Madame Footit, wife of Footit 
the clown, were she still alive, would act as her own 
bartender and tell of Footit’s past glories as a member 
of the firm of Footit et Chocolat, principal clowns of the 
Nouveau Cirque. 
Footit and his wife unfortunately are no longer 
with us. He was a good clown and she was a better bar- 
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tender, clad in the conventional black satin and jet 
passementerie of the English barmaid. She carried weight 
for age, as they say in racing circles, and her black satin 
and jet ornaments fitted her to the point of suffocation, 
so that every time she indulged herself in a sigh over 
the pre-war business she had conducted in her bar on 
the Rue Saint Honoré, the jet beads and bugles would 
jingle like lustres on a chandelier. She wore frameless 
eye glasses not because her sight was failing, but because 
they lent an air of respectability to her occupation, and 
her hair was dressed in the style of the late Queen Alex- 
andra of England with just a few ideas of her own. She 
also used a dye which was black on Saturday night and 
gradually faded, until by the next Saturday morning, her 
coiffure had become slightly purple or perhaps raisin- 
color, although in the afternoon, it again matched the 
black satin and jet of her professional costume, and 
all was well again. 

Every night, however, the dinner at Footit’s Bar 
would remain unchanged. It consisted of soup, roast 
beef or boiled chicken, boiled potatoes and cabbage, 
fruit tart and cheese. Coffee was extra, and everything 
was perfect of its kind. Without wine, it cost ten 
francs, or a dollar and twenty cents, the franc being 
worth 12 cents at that time, and if France wants to re- 
open the whole question of her row with Germany, 
count me in on it. I know a good thing when I see it, 
and let Barnes and Mencken say what they want to, I’m 
for new and longer Peace Conferences, vin non compris. 


'TYHE decline of middle names in America, has no 
doubt been hastened by the ridicule of England. Too 


many American characters have appeared in English 











novels under such names as 
Jefferson K. Bings or Publius 
M.Quackenboss to strengthen—for instance—Miss Willa 
Sibert Cather in a resolution not to discard the middle 
Sibert. And yet the Siberts were probably all right at 
that, but they are victims of a modern trend in American 
literary life toward the adoption of two out of ones 
endowment of three names, and cleaving only unto them, 
as they say in the Good Book or maybe it’s the Book of 
Common Prayer,—you can’t prove it by a heathen like 
me. The prototype of name-discarders was a President 
who went down into history as Woodrow Wilson instead 
of William Woodrow Wilson. In fact it wouldn’t sur- 
prise me in the least if French and Urner got together 
and said to Shriner: “Listen, Shriner: this thing has 
gone far enough. Hereafter we’re going to be called 
French & Urner, and while you get your share of the 
profits or losses, as the case may be, we have to be up 
to date like Willa Cather and Sinclair Lewis who for 
all we know to the contrary, was originally called Heze- 
kiah Sinclair Lewis.” And thus the firm of French, 
Shriner & Urner, or even the firm of Acker, Merrall & 
Condit will go the way of all literary flesh. This sim- 
plification is bound to come, no matter how much we 
dread it, like modern store fixtures and Radio City. 


OME Englishmen have retained at least three out of 

their half dozen names,—notably the excellent writer 
Mr. Ford Madox Ford, although at the beginning of the 
war in 1914 he was known as Ford Madox Huefer or 
Hueffer. He discarded the Huefer or Hueffer out of 
patriotism or something but as anybody who hails from 
near Manchester knows, Ford Madox Brown, his ma- 
ternal grandfather and a celebrated painter, is a name 
(Continued on page 55) 
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Symptoms of Decay in Our Civilization 
(gleaned from the nation’s press) 


The Naval Observatory said the 
comet, a ball of white-hot gas, speed- 


ing at 100 miles per second, probably 
was not visible to the NAKED. 


It is presumed Smith became 
warm in the overheated room, hur- 
ried over and drew the drapes from 
the widow, became dizzy and fell. 


The couple were married at the 
home of the bride’s parents, where 
they will remain until the bride gives 

he gob she has held f 
up the gob she has held for seven 
years. 
. 

Judge Jones said witnesses had 
sworn to a warrant charging Dreiser 
and a young woman had liver to- 
gether openly at a hotel. 


He plans the next few chapters in 
the morning, devotes the afternoon 
to recreation and writhes for five 
hours after dinner. 


CORRECTION 
We wish to correct a note in last 
week’s items. Mr. Scribner and Mr. 
Lazarus were in Wichita, not Mrs. 
Scribner and Mr. Lazarus. 


MOTHER OF TWINS 
BLAMES NEIGHBORS 


New furnished apt. homes. Frigid. 
Maid ser. 1223 Clearton Avenue. 


Wanted—Girls to strip in a to- 
bacco factory. 





HOW TO TAKE A COLD 
SHOWER: 


Pull blankets tightly around neck 
and contemplate act. After five min- 
utes’ consideration, resolve to take 
cold shower. Throw covers back and 
leap from bed. Ensconce self in robe 
and slippers and dash to bathroom. 

Turn on cold faucet. Test with 
one hand. Remember resolve to take 
cold shower. Test again. Inform 
self relative the healthfulness of a 
cold shower. Test again. Renew re- 
solve. 

Decide to have it over with and 
disrobe. Place one foot under shower. 
Draw it back quickly. Shiver slight- 
ly. Say “Ouououo,” or “Brurur.” 

Turn hot faucet slightly. Test. 
Slightly more. Test. A lot farther. 
Tell family and friends about the 
cold shower you had that morning. 


—B. B. 








Looking Ahead 


1935. Television is at last perfect- 
ed. Images can be transmitted to any 
distance, sets are priced within the 
reach of all, and the quality is abso- 
lutely true to life. 

1945. War is once and for all 
abolished. All nations agree on its 
futility, the benefits of good-will, 
trust and arbitration. All nations dis- 
arm completely, and turn their sol- 
diers to constructive occupations. 

1975. Harry Hinchman, the “Solli- 
tary Comet”, does it! Makes non-stop 
solo flight to Mars in his famous 
space ship. Reports super-civilization, 
and returns with a cargo of precious 
gems of untold wealth. 

2000. The mechanical age has pro- 
gressed so fast that nobody needs to 
work more than one hour a day. Man 
has completely mastered machines 
(instead of vice versa), and panics, 
strikes, poverty, and class hatred are 
completely abolished. 

2050. Children are now able to talk 
at birth, and are capable of assimilat- 
ing the 1931 equivalent of a college 
education at the age of seven. 
Thought transference has made 
speech practically unnecessary. 

3000. Scientists admit, once and 
for all, that there is absolutely no 
possibility of eliminating the cold in 


the head. 








—Parke Cummings. 





Our Own Hollywood News 
Katharine Cornell’s play, “The 
Barretts of Wimpole Street”, has 
been bought for the screen and re- 
titled “The Clancys of Avenue A”. 
Dickie Precoshus, seven year old 
stat, was given a two thousand dollar 
salary cut last week when he hit Jesse 
L. Lasky in the eye with a spit ball. 
Adolphe Zuxman, Universal film 
executive, had Judd Briggs, a ‘bit 
actor, arrested when he read a 
magazine review which claimed that 
Briggs had stolen a Universal pic- 
ture, “The Lady Hiccoughs”. Briggs 
was found guilty of petty larceny. 









































Variety 





When I was four, or maybe six, 

A visitor could lay a trap 

With smoke rings, or such other 
tricks, 

To lure me up onto his lap. 













When I was twelve, or in my ’teens, 
And any caller named me “Miss”, 
He need employ no other means 
To win a bear-like hug or kiss. 












When I grew up to twenty-two, 

I gave my heart and ardent glance 
To any wily suitor who 

Would ask me out to dine or dance. 











My history is not unique. 

I can report a dozen such. 

The men have found out where we’re 
weak 

And know when to throw in the 
clutch. 














This I have learned.—that women 
see, 

From childhood until they’re adults, 

An infinite variety 

Of ways to get the same results. 


—Myra M. Waterman. 






















BURLESQUE 







































O.SOGLOW 








Mrs. Nathaniel Rosemount, wife 
of the producer of “The Covered 
Flagon” and other colossal motion 
pictures, gave birth to triplets last 






week weighing thirteen pounds each. 
Calvin Coolidge has joined the 
writers’ staff of Paramount to write 


dialog for Harpo Marx’s next film. 











































































































What to Do While Waiting 
for Mareh 15 


OMFORT yourself with the thought that, while 1931 was a pretty tough 

year, at least you won’t have to pay much income tax this time. Let 
this idea grow upon you, and conclude at last that you probably won’t have 
to pay any income tax at all. Feel pretty good about it, and realize once 
more the truth of the old saying that every cloud has its silver lining. Laugh- 
ingly remark to all the friends you meet that, anyway, you won’t get stuck 
by the income tax this year. Decide that it is a pretty good crack. 


Spend an afternoon going over the file copies of your old income 
tax returns. Get quite a kick out of the thought that you made pretty 
good money in the old days, even if you didn’t do so well in 1931. Total 
up your income from 1924 to 1929 inclusive, and feel rather proud of it. 
Wonder idly where all that money went. Wish you had put more of it away, 
instead of spending it. Conclude that you really ought to save a certain 
portion of your income every year, however reduced it may be. Recall that 
you have reached the same conclusion annually or oftener as far back as you 
can remember. Excuse yourself on the ground that it is just human nature. 


Look over some of the old items you claimed deductions on, under 
the “Contributions” heading. Wonder whether you could have got by if you 
had doubled the figures. Decide cynically that all your friends probably 
list contributions two or three times as heavy as yours. Feel rather virtuous, 
though, over your honesty. Conclude that your peace of mind is worth the 
money. Put the old schedules back in the vault, and look up a few more 
friends to whom you can remark that, anyway, you won’t have to pay much 
income tax this year. Feel disgruntled when a couple of them beat you to it. 
Get rather moody about it. 


Receive your new income tax return forms. Perform a few hasty 
computations. Discover that you are going to pay a pretty stiff tax after 
all. Get indignant. Speak harshly of extravagance in Washington. Become 
shrewd. Ponder a bit more on that “Contributions” heading. 





Preliminary Training for Filers 
of Income Tax Returns 





1. Call your wife, children and other your Losses by Fire, Storm, etc., and 
dependents together, and have them about your Bad Debts. Write a one-act 
count off, to determine whether they fantasy about all the Contributions you 
are all present or accounted for. Find have made. 

out to what extent, if any, their status 4. Figure up how much money you 
has changed during the last taxable lost in the Stock Market in 1931. Spend 
year. Offer thanks for any new little three hours kicking yourself for being 


exemptions. such a fool. 
2. Repeat one hundred times the fol- 5. Add 35,768 to 96,854; subtract 
lowing words, in the order given: Sal- 65,244 from the total; divide by your 


aries, Wages, Commissions, Income house number plus your telephone num- 
from Business or Profession, Income ber; multiply by the number of patches 
from Partnerships, Income from Fiduci- in your trousers; and figure out finally 
aries, Rents and Royalties, Other In- how much 4 of 4 of 4% per cent of 
come. Define fiduciaries. Give examples all this is. Write the result on a piece of 
of (1) Wages, (2) Rents and Royalties, bond paper and carefully lose it. 

and (3) Other Income. Explain the dif- 6. Spend the next month counting the 
ference between Salaries and Wages. days until March 15. 

3. Write a tragedy of three acts about —John C. Emery. 
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W edding of the checker champion. 














Manacer:—Great news—Gus—I've got you a return bout for to- 
morrow night! The butcher cuts a piece of cake. 





PRESIDENTIAL PossIBILITIES 


Newton D 


‘Baker 


By Maxine Davis 


N ‘i o DIEHL BAKER has lived to see the 
times catch up with him. 

One of the most interesting phenomena 
of today is the fact that after eleven years of political 
inactivity this Cleveland radical, once the most reviled 
and ridiculed man in the country, looms as a serious 
presidential possibility. The former Secretary of War 
is regarded by many as one of the few Americans with 
the vision, the integrity, the statesmanship, to steer the 
nation into a safe port. 

Yet in all the years since the Wilson administra- 
tion has passed into history, Mr. Baker has devoted his 
time only to his profession (he left office penniless) , his 
community, and to unselfish, non-political public service. 

Why does this maligned secretary of war 
emerge as the hero of the war? Why then does such a 
large portion of the public turn to him in this hectic 
today? Because the things he did before 1921 have 
come into focus; because yesterday’s liberal is practically 
today’s conservative. 

Is he a candidate? 

Baker is the ultimate in letting the job find the 
man. But he is not making the search too difficult. 

No mystery envelops his approach (for approach 
I believe it to be) toward the Presidency. Mind you, he 
is not running after the Democratic nomination. Neither 
is he running away from it. 

This Cleveland attorney goes placidly about his 
business of settling corporation disputes, civic contro- 
versies, and human arguments. Like all normally reared 
men he sees the White House as his goal. Meanwhile he 
has had the time to observe this about his predecessors: 
if a public official owes his office to influential politicians 
he will have to pay in the coin of political favor. 

Therefore Baker has refused to accede to the 
suggestions of his friends and supporters that he make 
any pre-convention campaign, or even agree to plans 


whereby “favorite son” delegations will shift to him 
after the first ballot or so. 

On the other hand he believes that never should 
anyone regarded by the people of the United States as 
a possible Executive pussyfoot. . . . On the Manchurian 
question, on prohibition, on foreign policy, on everything 
from ships for the navy to shoe-strings for the army he 
has positive ideas. He is willing to express them. He 
will make speeches on demand, gladly. No audience or 
single listener would misunderstand Newton Baker. He 
has thought out the subject as well as the answer before 
he risks utterance. 

I first saw Newton D. Baker at the Democratic 
National Convention of 1924 at Madison Square Gar- 
den in New York City. He sat, impregnable as a stone, 
on a platform with fifty or more men and women. One 
singled him out because of his eyes, which challenged the 
apparently interminable monotony of balloting, the bit- 
ter rivalry, hate, and prejudice in the hall. He was 
announced by the chairman, came forward to the center 
of the platform, a small man, yet amazingly virile. 

I thought, “The intense idealist . . . the man with 
illusions.” Soon that trained voice, through which 
threaded wisdom, humor, and compassion, convinced 
me. “Here is a man who comprehends the greatness of 
humanity.” 

He talked for the League of Nations. That’s 
history. 

















Today his ideal is the same but his practical 
idea is changed. His mind and body are as elastic as 
those of a man of twenty-five. Many Democrats are 
worried for fear he is still advocating the membership 
of the United States in the League of Nations. He is 
not. The question of American entrance into the League, 
he contends, is no longer a matter for political discus- 
sion. There has been too much prejudice aroused against 
it to make any further discussion of our active participa- 
tion in it of any use. 


HE trouble with the American attitude toward the 

League is, he holds, that we expected it to be an 
immediate success or an immediate failure. Whereas 
our own Constitution was not. He often points out that, 
although we still regard it as the greatest document ever 
inscribed by the pen of man, the Constitution has already 
nineteen amendments. 

Mr. Baker, on a casual Tuesday morning, is 
dressed in greys and blues—suit and cravat—which 
blend like a November sky. He may impress you as an 
intellectual, all brow, dark smooth hair, brown eyes, and 
glasses. Another glance reminds you of his square chin. 
And suddenly, when talking remote things, France and 
Germany, let us say, he flashes you a smile you associate 
with merry-go-rounds and taffy. 

With that, one feels the reverence expressed by 
General Pershing when he called his former chief the 
“greatest secretary of war”, and by the Republican 
Charles G. Dawes when he described him as “one of the 
greatest Americans.” 

He has hands, powerful and deft, that have 
often clasped wood plane and chisel. After a long day 
at work he goes to his home and nails up a sagging 
window-box or mends a chair. An intimate friend will 
tell you that when he was building an ice-house his 
guest, the former Secretary of War, amused himself by 
shingling its roof. There is a workshop at Mr. Baker’s 
own home, where he is wont to turn a neat lathe or ease 
a warped door. He likes to watch things grow, is handy 
with a trowel, and is often seen planting the tulip bulbs 
or pouring fresh black dirt around the rose bushes. 


\] EWTON BAKER is the kind of man to whom you 
LN feel instantly you will tell your aspirations without 
chagrin. His good-humored calm comes from knowing 
the balance will not lower too far on one side; perhaps 
the result of the man’s clear conception of his own 
relation to the world. His lucid conclusions derive from 
his habit of giving his undivided, unworried attention 
to each thing in its turn, including sleep. He likes the 
personal touch in his relations. Even during the crowded 
days of the war he found time to write his personal 
letters, often of six to ten pages, in longhand. 

While he is discussing, in his exact English, his 
ideas upon economic planning, your eye may be caught 
by a shiny object on his desk. There is a story to that. 








One day a bedraggled little Western Union boy 
escaped the gorgons of the legal ante-chambers and 
slipped breathlessly into Mr. Baker’s office. 

“Sit down,” said the attorney, with his accus- 
tomed courtesy. The boy told a tale of a widowed 
mother, a mortgage about to be foreclosed, a not unusual 
story. Baker listened. Then he called one of his partners, 
and the matter was taken care of . . . with no publicity 
whatsoever. 

In, one day sometime later, came the same small 
messenger. “I can’t afford to pay you just yet, Mr. 
Baker,” he confessed, “but I did want you to know how 
swell I think you are.” And thereupon produced a 
cigar, the most magnificent, gigantic cigar, wrapped, 
gorgeous as a movie star, in a wealth of tin-foil, that 
anyone could find for a quarter. 

Newton Baker blinked with pleasure. No swollen 
fee could have pleased him as much. Today that cigar 
rests proudly on his desk. 


TRIED to find the sag in his personality. You 

may search, as I did, in the public library, for the 
inevitable human flaws. You too will find infinite 
vituperation and calumny upon the man Harvey's 
Weekly called the “chattering ex-pacifist”, but the vitu- 
peration is all political. 

Born the son of a surgeon in Martinsburg, W. 
Va., educated at Johns Hopkins and Washington and 
Lee, he became such a close friend of Tom L. Johnson, 
the radical mayor of Cleveland, that he served as solicitor 
of that city until the mantle of Johnson logically fell 
on his shoulders on the death of his friend. He filled the 
office of mayor for two terms, conspicuous as a liberal, 
and a pacifist, and no more popular than such folk 
are. He has never held office or engaged in personal 
political activity since the close of the Wilson adminis- 
tration. 

Yet he looms today one of the nation’s great 
men ...a profound tribute. 

An idealist, he is practical. A firm believer in 
international cooperation, his individualism extends to 
an understanding of the place of nationalism in the 
economic scheme. His success as a lawyer has been 
alchemy for his reputation. His probity, intelligence, 
and generous service are no news to his own community. 

He has never been known to pass the buck. 
Avowed pacifist, he returned from Europe in 1918 
stating, “Much as I deplore the taking of human life, 
I am convinced there is but one thing to do: kill Ger- 
mans and kill Germans until their numbers are sufficient- 
ly reduced to make the rest listen.” 

Mr. Baker has never changed his views on inter- 
national cooperation. They appear more moderate today 
because the people of this country, as he himself has ob- 
served, have now become more internationally minded. 

“The community of misery”, he says, and the 
(Continued on page 52) 
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“Now you stop, darling—I'm trying to save our marriage.” 
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by Jack Cluett 








DEBUTANTES SLOUCH 


Barton, Durstine and Others 





The second for this season of the Junior 
Assemblies was held last night at the Ritz-Carlton and 
brought out a large assortment of débutantes of the 
current season and many of those of last Winter who 
are still on the market as a result of the depression. It 
was held in the main ballroom suite which had been 
decorated with rich buds combined with nosegays, vice- 
presidents of the Chase Bank and Yale Sophomores. 
There were groups of lofty brokers and ferns in the 
corners of the ballroom, while the balconies at each 
end were banked with climbing matrons and sprigs of 
Applejack blossoms. Tall standards of pale blottoes were 
arranged at intervals on the stairway leading to the 
ballroom, the balustrades being twined with Southern 
Smilax and Gordon’s breath. 

Several guests were apprehended near the en- 
trance by members of the committee who took turns in 
the deceiving line. They were the prospective mothers- 
in-law of the 1932 edition of Who’s Who. 

The gate-crashers ducked the receiving line, gain- 
ing admittance through a side door, disguised in bouton- 
nieres as members of the New York Stock Exchange. 

An orchestra of Myer Davis with a Columbia 
Freshman conducting played for the dancing, which 
was held on divans outside the ballroom. 

The final score of this Assembly will be an- 
nounced in the engagement column of Town & Country 
at a later date. 


. ” . 
Personal Intelligence 


Mr. and Mrs. Jerome Carey, who have been in Paris 
,» 7 . 
for a month, returnay on le Bremen et are 4 la Ritz-Carltong. 





Mrs. William McKay Appleton has issued invitations 
for a large dinner tomorrow evening after the annual flower 
show of the Warm Springs Valley Garden Club. Tea will be 
poured from watering cans and the food will be eaten with 


trowels. 





Governor O. Max Gardner of North Carolina and 
Governor Ibra C. Blackwood of South Carolina are at Pine- 
hurst to say something to each other on the golf links. 





Miss Gertrude Newman gave a musicale last night at 
her home. Mrs. Edith Truscott, soprano, sang, accompanied 
on the piano by her husband, Ralph Truscott, and on the back 
porch by her dog, Buck. 


AT JUNIOR ASSEMBLY 


Parties Given fer the Misses Batten. 





SOCIETY MATRON SNAPS-THE-WHIP 




















Mr. and Mrs. A. Walter Girdy spreading the eagle on the first 
ice of the season in their vegetable garden in Flatbush. Mrs. 
Girdy having just completed a matronly figure 8 better give up 


potatoes, 





Fund Being Raised To Clean Up Outdoors 


HE Fourth in a series of three Evenings With Soap at 

the Seaglade of the St. Regis will be called “Life is Just a 
Bowl of Chipso.” These dances are being given in cooperation 
with the executive board of the Outdoor Cleanliness Society 
to help raise funds to supplement the appreciation of the Farley 
committee for cleaning up outdoors. 

Mrs. Arthur B. Coughlin, who is president of the 
executive board of the Outdoor Cleanliness Society, decided 
some time ago that outdoors was altogether too messy. She 
says that, since she hired Bridget, indoors is in pretty fair 
shape—no more dust on the piano, the cobwebs are off the hall 
chandelier and the mud in the living room, where Mr. Cough- 
lin always leaves his rubbers, has entirely disappeared—but 
outdoors (like the curbing in front of Rocco Ruggeri’s butcher 
shop on Second Avenue and the hydrant at the corner of 
Chambers Street and Broadway) is pretty lousy. She says she 
could spare Bridget Thursday afternoons for this work but 
adds that outdoors is bigger than any place Bridget has worked 
before and she might start grumbling and quit. 

Mrs. Coughlin’s committee has made a complete tabu- 
lation of the dirty places outdoors (not counting a pile of 
leaves at the Seventy-second Street entrance to Central Park, 
which is still doubtful) and she figures that by giving several 
more of these Evenings With Soap enough money can be 
raised to wipe the grime and soot off most outdoors with 
sufficient remaining in the treasury to start in on windows 
(which I believe are a combination of indoors and outdoors—at 
least the ones I’ve noticed). In any event, these Evenings With 
Soap assure us that soon outdoors will be a place that you can 
almost eat off of. 










“WUST you?” 





Those Indoor Games 
(But Ps rhaps W e’re Confused) 

HE indoor games like squash racquets, and court 
tennis, and racquets, and handball, and squash 
tennis, and indoor tennis are great exercise, and 

a cinch to tell apart. Squash racquets, for instance is 
played with a black ball in a white court (or vice versa), 
whereas in squash tennis, the serve must come outside 
of the second red line instead of inside. This is to dis- 
tinguish it from court tennis which is a very old game. 
Handball depends on whether you play it with 

two or four walls. In the first case it is really known as 
“hard racquets” to distinguish it from “soft racquets” 
(or squash racquets). In the other case it can be played 
as a singles or a doubles game, but in both cases the ball 
must go along the pent house roof, avoid the tambour, 
and go into the grille. No, wait a minute. That’s court 
tennis. In court tennis, you’re practically certain to be 
killed if the ball hits you. This gives these games com- 
mon features with hard racquets, indoor tennis and polo. 


To play hard racquets you have to have lots of 
wrist and ever so many racquets, because the racquet 
breaks when you hit the ball, whereas in squash racquets 
the ball breaks when you hit the racquet. In squash ten- 
nis, on the other hand, it is a hand-out if you hit the 
tell-tale or the ball fails to revolve around the entire 
court four times before hitting the floor. This means 
you have to be quick to play squash tennis, or somebody 
will get in the court ahead of you. 

Indoor tennis is just common or garden tennis 
played indoors except that the light is worse and the air 
very bad. The point of the game is to put either the ball 
or your opponent in the dedans and to avoid hazard 
chases of less than a yard—thus, as it can readily be seen, 
combining the salient features of fives, four wall hand- 
ball, two wall hard racquets and one wall croquet. Then 
there is also badminton played indoors, but we'll tell you 
about that some other delirium. It is very complex and 
not easily described and distinguishable from other games 
the way these others are. —Parke Cummings. 











life in the news..at home..abroad 


Another Racket 
WINCHESTER, VA.—Mrs. J. 
H. Locke won the husband-calling 
championship at a carnival contest. 
She was awarded the prize on the 
basis of poise, clarity, facial expres- 
sion, determination and power. 





Pope’s Nose 

NEW YORK—Burglars entered 
an office here recently, bound and 
gagged Frank Pope, an employee, 
and helped themselves to this and 
that. 

Pope later managed to wriggle 
over to a desk telephone and knock it 
down. Then he thrust the tip of his 
nose into the dial, made a circular 
sweep of his head, repeated the oper- 
ation six times and got his wife who 
notified the police. 

Reports of the feat aroused skep- 
tics to try it. Exhaustive tests showed 
that the ordinary nose is no fit in- 
strument for dialing, Even noses of 
the Roman and Semitic types proved 
worthless for emergency use. Flexi- 
ble-tipped noses of human tapirs and 
anteaters succeeded in moving the 
dial part way, but lacked the all- 
important follow through. The great- 
est successes were scored by English 
turn-up noses, but these failed to 
make a single complete circuit of 
the dial. 

Confronted with all this research 
data, Pope’s only comment was: 
“They must have been pressing.” 


A Mere Tonie 
VALLEY STREAM, N. Y.— 
George Bishop, 31, wanted to com- 
mit suicide, but had neither poison 
nor weapon. 


So Mr. Bishop, who used to be a 
glass eater in a sideshow, ground up 
five electric light bulbs and swallowed 
the powdered glass. 

Nassau Hospital doctors said his 
ailment was a slight attack of in- 
digestion. 

For Sentimental Reasons 

CHARLESTON, W. VA— 
S. C. Adkins swore out a warrant 
here setting forth in detail that 
Logan King, who was a-guest at the 
Adkins home, departed with $48 
worth of clothing. The warrant men- 
tioned that King also “ran away” 
with Mrs. Adkins. It asked return 
of the clothing. 

Are You Lissnin’? 

SAN FRANCISCO—Because of 
a “three cornered” telephone con- 
versation, William H. Glenn filed 
a $20,000 damage suit against the 
Pacific Telephone and Telegraph 
Company today. Glenn alleged he 
was talking to a woman and that the 
operator plugged his fiancee in the 
line. The results, he said, caused the 
loss of his fiancee and $20,000 worth 
of mental anguish. 





BRISBANE, AUSTRALIA— 
The unemployed women of Brisbane 
have threatened that unless the state 
minister of labor and industry agrees 
to discuss their problems with them 
they will march through the streets 
of the city nude. 

The number of jobless women is 
so great authorities doubt whether 
they would be able to arrest all of 
them if they carried out their threat. 
These women already have partici- 
pated in some extraordinary demon- 
strations. 





The Job’s The Thing 
TARRYTOWN, N. Y.—Wil- 


liam R. Laudy is a true member of 
the brotherhood of commuters. Just 
as he was about to climb on his usual 
morning train the other day he saw 
his automobile which he had parked 





at the station, burst into flames. But 
Laudy hesitated only a moment— 
and then climbed on to the train, 
leaving the car to its fate. Firemen 
succeeded in saving the auto. 


Won't Catch Him Napping 

ANSONIA, CONN.—Being out 
of work, Wasil Radzedich, 68 years 
old, is using his leisure by prepar- 
ing for death. 

He has dug his own grave in 
Three Saints’ Cemetery. He finished 
a concrete vault yesterday and start- 
ed work today on a stone monument. 

To the crowds who have gathered 
to watch him at work, Wasil has 
said: “I don’t expect to die for a 
long time, but I want to be ready.” 


Believe It Or Not 

MAQUOKETA, IOWA—A set 
of condemning circumstances faced 
R. H. Pratt when he appeared in 
court on charges of intoxication, but 
he explained them like this:— 

1. A nervous breakdown caused 
him to stagger. 

2. He wanted to see whether his 
tires were flat, so he drove his car off 
the pavement to the shoulder of the 
highway. 

3. A loose steering wheel accounted 
for his weaving from one side of the 
road to the other. 

4. A tablespoon of beef, iron and 
wine tonic accounted for his breath. 

He was acquitted. 

















by 
Sam HELLMAN 


N account of Dan Bixby and his skillet- 
QO wrestler having a house-guest the frau and I 

drift over to call. The guest turns out to be a 
slim young lad with a wild mop of hair and horn- 
rimmed cheaters. 

“This is Tasso 
nephew,” says Bixby. 
“Glad to meet you,” I grunts. 

“Trite,” comes back the kid, “and probably 


wife’s 


Timpkins, the 


untrue.” 

“Huh?” I gulps. 

“You may be curious,” goes on Tasso, “but glad- 
ness at meeting me is not the emotion of a moment.” 
And he turns his back on me and walks to the other 
end of the room. 

“Judas H. Priest!” I yelps to Dan. “What alley 
did the cat drag that in from?” 

“You've got to understand Tasso,” replies Bixby. 
“He’s one of those earnest young thinkers that call 
themselves super-realists.” 

“Meaning what, in these latitudes?” I asks. 

“Super-realists,” he explains, “are bozos who see 
life like it is. They look right through the trimmings into 
the core. For example, if there was a cake on the table 
over there you'd see the icing and the chocolate filling 
and the rest of the stuff on the outside—” 

“And Tasso,” I cuts in. “What'd he see? The 
indigestion on the inside?” 

“Oh, much deeper than that,” declares Dan. 
“He’d see the cross-eyed Latvian who baked the cake, 
planning to strangle his wife and three children because 
they stood in the way of a star he was trying to reach.” 
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“I see. Where there’s soap there’s no soul??” 


“That,” I remarks, “is certainly sinking a shaft in 
that there now cake. I imagine if he peered right smart 
into a drop of water he’d see an eel kicking its young to 
death on account of them keeping him from climbing a 
flagpole. What does this miasma do for a living besides 
chasing cross-eyed Latvians through chocolate cakes?” 

“He writes blank verse,” returns Bixby. 

“It'd have to be blank coming from that flat- 
wheel,” I opines. “Wonder what he’s talking to the 
missus about?” 

“He’s probably telling her,” offers Dan, “that she 
owes it to herself to put ground glass in your grog if 
you're standing in the way of her I in I.” 

“Her what?” I inquires. 

“T in I,” repeats Bixby. “I don’t know what it is 
but Tasso’s been giving it quite a run around here. He 
even sprung it on Josie Stimmel, who as you know has 
been ex-brains from birth.” 

“What,” I asks, “did Josie say?” 

“She said,” comes back Dan, “that she hadn’t been 
paying much attention to her I in I of late but she 





guessed, at that, it was better than backgammon. Come 
on. Let’s amble over and get an ear-full of the dirt 
Tasso’s dishing up to the gals.” 

“Shakespeare!” Timpkins is sneering when we 
approach. “A cheap jingler, chopping out lengths of 
meter with a dull ax.” 

“How about Browning?” horns in the wife. 

“Even to suspect me,” returns Tasso, coldly, “of 
harboring ideas about such a person is to insult my intel- 
ligence.” 

“Pardon me,” says I, “but I’ve got to go. I prom- 
ised some friends of mine to go gazelle shooting in the 
Lexington Avenue subway this evening.” 

“Stick around,” whispers Bixby, “and I'll try to 
brighten up the corner where you are. Tasso’s perfectly 
right,” goes on Dan, loudly. “To compare such word- 
hucksters as Browning and Shakespeare with modern 
super-realists like Ivan Garnigle and Lyof Slivovich the 
Younger, for example, is no less than a crime. I had the 
pleasure of meeting Garnigle last year.” 

“Where?” asks the missus. 

“In Paris,” Bixby answers promptly. “At the 
Sour Bone.” 

“Cafe?” I inquires. 

“No,” says Dan. “College. We went together to 


see a piece by Ignatz Prohunka, the Bessarabian sym- 
bolist. Two Times Two Is Less, it was called. You, of 
course, know Prohunka’s work,” he adds, turning to 
Timpkins. 

“Er, to be sure,” stutters Tasso. 

“It was quite a show,” he continues. “It opens up 
with Sergie the Lame falling out of a tree on the steppes. 
When he picks himself up he finds that his flesh body 
has gone and only his I in I remains. He comes home to 
find that his wife, Petrushka, is no longer the bride of 
the flame but the spirit of food and drink. He kills her 
with a stove lifter and swallowing a piece of coal as a 
symbol of his black past he stumbles out into the night 
to find—” 

“A stud game?” I suggests. 

“To find,” goes on Bixby, fixing me with a stern 
stare, “the yellow yesterday that never was. Rather a 
natty idea, what?” 

“Uh, huh,” mumbles Timpkins. 

“In the second act,” resumes Dan, “we find Sergei 
surrounded by great wealth, but he cannot bolt out the 
soul-smear. He tries to escape the torment by hanging 
widows from rafters, but the smear will not out. So 
there is nothing for him to do but cut off both his ears 
and fare forth into the cosmic void.” (See next page) 


? 


“And swallowing a piece of coal—he stumbles out into the night.” 





“Clever twist that,” I observes. 

“I, too, am writing a play,” confides Tasso, “but 
it is so difficult in this country to get that soul-feel. If I 
were in Russia, for example—” 

“T see,” I interrupts, “where there’s no soap there’s 
soul and where there is there ain’t. Why don’t you go 
there?” 

“No,” says Timpkins. “America has one great 
advantage.” 

“What’s that?” I asks. “Free lunch?” 

“The sensitive,” returns Tasso, “can suffer more 
exquisitely here.” 

“The who can which?” I exclaims. 

“Ah,” he sighs, “what can you know of the 
delicious pain of being misunderstood, of the joyous ache 
of having one’s ideals trampled upon, the wonderful hurt 
of being laughed at by senseless clods?” 

“Perhaps nothing,” says I, “but I do know the 
delicious pain of drawing in a red card to a black flush, 
the joyous ache of having a finesse go haywire and the 
wonderful hurt of flopping on a three-inch putt.” 

“Let’s talk about something else,” suggests Mrs. 
Bixby. “Heard from the folks in Iowa lately, Tasso.” 








“Kansas!” I shrieks. “You’re not from Iowa, are 


you?” 


“I am from no state,” declares Timpkins. “I am 
a state of mind.” 

“But you were born in Iowa,” I insists. 

“I was,” admits Tasso. 


“And your father,” I goes on. “What does he 


do?” 

“He raises hogs, if you must know,” replies 
Timpkins. 

I turns to Bixby in a rage. 

“You've got a lot of nerve,” I yelps, “asking us to 
meet the son of a common hog-raiser. It’s an insult to 
people of our sort—” 

“Now, now,” cuts in Dan. “Calm yourself.” 

“Tl do nothing of the sort,” I froths on. “You 
should’ve known that under no circumstances would | 
find myself under the same roof with an Iowa apple- 
knocker. Bah! With all your soul nonsense you still smell 
of the sty. Come,” I goes on, grabbing the wife by the 
arm. “Let’s get out of here quick.” 

And before she knows what the act’s all about I 
have her out on the sidewalk. 








“Do you HAVE to have a fire right now?” 
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The Great Minds ... 
- - - At Work and At Rest 





There would be no cotton problem 
in the United States if men and 
women patriotically turned to the 
nightgown for sleeping purposes. 





Edward A. O’Neal, 


Alabama farm leader. 

















Winning women is the easiest thing 
in the world—once you know how. 
All you have to do is to find out a 
woman’s weakness, play up to that— 
and you’ve got her! 





Bruce W. Steel, 
dashing young El Paso plumber. 









Germany could pay her reparations 
if each German sacrificed a beer a 
day. 


Senator Hiram Johnson, 
of California. 








I found the American people most 
hospitable. It was difficult to keep 


sober. 


Bertrand Russell, 
English philosopher. 





It’s not all power, it’s also appeal. 
You must have in your voice some- 
thing to convince the hog that you 
have what he wants. 






Fred Patzel, 
champion hog caller of the world 















The British Empire, I’m afraid, has 


served its purpose. 


H. G. Wells, 


author. 





Manchuria is now a frozen and un- 
happy land. The actuating motive 
of Japan’s policy is to bring genuine 
spring back to this frozen land. 


General Honjo, 
of Japan. 


Babe Ruth, 
baseball’s bashaw. 





I like these Mickey Mouse pictures. 





Judge J. E. Corrigan, 
of New York City. 





the law out. 


Social entertainers today who serve 
liquor transform their own residences 
into hell holes. 


Hon. Morris Sheppard, 


Senator from Texas. 


Take the “Rhapsody in Blue.” 
Everybody has read a meaning into 
it except me. 


George Gershwin, 


maharajah of modernistic music. 


Let’s talk common sense and leave | 
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There’s only one woman and only one man 
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ANUARY 15.—This morning 
J when Katie brought my little 

dog Fafnir in from the street, 
she was wearing a hat for which I 
would gladly have exchanged with 
her my newest Agnes model, hav- 
ing combed the town for one like 
it, nor was I much cheered to be told that I myself 
had given it to her seven years ago. My husband, 
poor wretch, blithe enough whilst dressing, wander- 
ing in and out of my room with the details of 
the luncheon which he did give this day for Biff Has- 
kins, confiding that he had selected the mushrooms 
personally, and asking for the loan of my tape measure, 
so that he could be sure that a large one would be placed 
in the exact center of each filet mignon. But I paid him 
small heed until he did announce that he had procured 
a Jerryboam of champagne, and I do fear my envy was 
but feebly cloaked by the statement that it is vulgar to 
serve such a wine in the middle of the day. A letter 
by the first post from Roland Smith of Chicago, thank- 
ing me for inscribing a book, and passing on a bit of 
malice which had been wrote of one of his acquaintances: 


Lenore has not the lovely face that launched a 
thousand ships, 

And she shipped a thousand lunches which 
have settled in her hips. 


The forenoon gone in sorting my Christmas cards 
for those I do wish to keep, amongst the latter being one 
from Paul and Babbie Cooper which does say, “Merry 
Christmas and Happy New Year for the Next Ten 
Years” on one side, and “It’s Smart to be Thrifty” on 
the other. But the most amusing greetings of which I 
have heard are those which the President is rumored to 
have sent Alfred Smith—a postcard of the White House 
with the familiar inscription, “Wish you were here.” 
Aggie Enright in, looking for all the world as if someone 
had asked her to marry him, which, to my astonishment, 
did turn out to be the truth, and I was obliged to harken 
to twitterings which might have been lifted from a Vic- 
torian novel, and to perjure myself when Aggie asked 
me if a proposal were not the highest compliment a man 
could pay a woman, having long since given the palm for 
verbal chivalry to the late Rennold Wolf, who once 
said in print of Pauline Frederick that he was for her, 
five miles on his hands and knees over broken bottles. 
To a matinee of Sophocles’ “Electra” out of curiosity to 
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see Mistress Patrick Campbell, and 

a witnessed a thrilling performance, 
) ) marred only by an occasional appre- 
hension that Blanche Yurka would 

lay her grimy hands on Aegisthos’ 

brave suit of white leather. Mourn- 

ing may become Electra but plain 


black dirt becomes nobody. 


ANUARY 20.—Lay late, pondering this and that, in 
J especial how various professional exhibitionists are 
wont to prate of their public, and how they make such an 
assumed following the prop or excuse for various enter- 
prises which do not succeed commercially. Lord! I could 
count on the fingers of my two hands the publics of 
which I am a steady and reliable member, those which 
come to mind at the moment belonging to Ed Wynn, 
Toscanini, Little Orphan Annie, Somerset Maugham, 
W. E. Hill, Senator Borah, Frank Sullivan, and the 
Whitney stables. A fine present by the first post from 
Mr. Van Liew of Rochester, two covers for the bridge 
table, the Culbertson system of bidding being dia- 
grammed in front of each player on one of them, the 
Official on the other, and I should like to see them in 
every household in the land, at least until the present 
confusion which is spoiling the game of contract is 
cleared. Samuel in to gossip and filch from my break- 
fast, saying, when I pointed out to him the beauty of 
the Sheraton table-tray which my cozen Florence did 
give me for Christmas, that Mocha and Java was the 
only antique in which he took a keen interest, its rarity 
at the moment amounting practically to non-existence. 
Full of plans for motoring south was he, also, and when 
I did mention that we might not be acceptable at hotels 
because of Faffy, he was noisily confident that, because 
of the sorry times, innkeepers would receive us with 
acclaim even if we did have with us a hippopotamus. So, 
feeling that such mellowness of mood might be worked 
to the advantage of my own solvency, I did ask him if 
he had actually told Marge Boothby that he did cross 
his fingers every time he walked past the Domestic 
Relations court in Fifty-seventh Street, and my con- 
clusion, Thank God, proved sound. Manie Howland in, 
full of chitchat, telling me how Will Irwin’s problem 
of conduct in greeting Queen Marie had been solved 
by the band, which struck up “Bow, bow, ye lower 
middle classes!” from “Iolanthe” at the exact moment 
of his presentation; and how Montague Glass, asked 
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if he belonged to the Virginia Glasses, had quoth, “No, 
the ‘cut’;” and how Eddie Whitcomb, bored with the 
genealogical reminiscences of a Kentucky Boone, had 
ended them with the announcement that the only Boone 
ancestor of whom he had any definite recollection was 
Bab. We did also agree that, with so much idleness 
about, the time was ripe to start a new campaign, since 
we have not got far with Jane Bausman’s Society for 
the Reconstruction of the Detour Before Work Is 
Begun on the Main Road, and did decide that a League 
to Abolish Unnecessary Interpolations from Drawing- 
Room Dialogue might serve as well as anything, since 
the numbers are growing daily of those who cannot make 
a simple declarative sentence without adding to it, “Do 
you see?” when in most cases they could not possibly 
conceive aught which would be beyond our compre- 


hension. 


ANUARY 25.—Up betimes, and, the air being eager, 

did on my heather woolen and my topcoat lined with 
what I do like to believe is leopard skin, and so off to 
walk with Fafnir through the town, looking neither to 
the right nor the left at the shop windows filled with 
low-priced lures. Lord! I cannot grasp how individuals 
who are turning their assets into gold pieces do not 
forget the Biblical reflections on moth and rust and fall 
upon these bargains! And suddenly taking stock of my 
own philosophy, I did conclude that I do not envy those 
who have great wealth, nor covet their financial rating, 
but I do certainly congratulate them most heartily. 
Home and changed to my claret velvet, and so to Lydia 
Loomis’s for luncheon, where were turtle broth, oyster 
patties, tomato aspic and apricot whip, very fine, and 


“But Doctor, will TI be able to talk 


about this operation?” 


Enid Ainsworth was an hour late through having been 
apprehended in connection with the license plates on 
the car which she has recently brought over from Paris, 
for, albeit she was properly equipped with the plaques 
required by our state bureau, she had failed to attach 
them, considering the French ones more sightly. More- 
over, there was a stranger present who said she did not 
have a personal maid forasmuch as she could not endure 
anyone’s standing about and making an ado over her, 
and I was at some pains to believe her, for Lord! one 
of my most poignant regrets is that I was not born in 
the days of ladies-in-waiting, being able to do easily with 
six or seven. And when I did inquire of Mary Searles 
how she was getting along with the light housekeeping 
about which we all twit her, she confided that she was 
doing splendidly, since she had arranged with the green 
grocer to shell peas and string beans before he delivered 
them, and that she did pay the delivery lads five cents 
for each tin they opened for her. And when Bob Banning 
was criticized for quitting a certain enterprize with a 
minimum loss, I defended him stoutly, and when they 
quoted me the rats and a sinking ship, I could but 
answer that I had always thought it extremely clever of 
the rats, and not at all reprehensible. So home, rejoiced 
to find that Emily Street had sent me “The Fatal Five 
Minutes”, and was soon so deep in it that I did forget 
to have my hair waved, and was obliged to wear a gold 
skull cap to the Eldridge dinner, at which Sam did 
embarrass me by singing the new song he has wrote, 
“Hoover the Hill to the Poorhouse.” 
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The Letters 


My Dear Son: 

I wonder if you could do something for me, on 
the usual terms? I am taking your little brother Herbie 
out of the public school and sending him to something 
with a name picked at random from the English country- 
side, and I’d like you to meet him at West Philadelphia 
and go with him when he enters. He will start in at the 
second semester if we can find a couple of pieces of 
luggage that seem to go with the catalog. 

We had to do something with Herbie and so 
your mother and I decided we would act on the next 
piece of attractive job printing that came to the house. 
The little fellow was getting along well and was quite 
happy here at home until somebody formed a boys’ club 
that was intended to make good citizens and fine, up- 
standing men out of Herbie and his playmates. It is an 
expensive move but I couldn’t afford to have Herbie 
spoiled. 

This boarding school looks in the photograph 
like the country seat of some British earl who has just 
sold out to an American. It was the gift of some wealthy 
man who was so generous that they have to charge two 
thousand a year tuition. They call the classes forms and 
the teachers masters so they really couldn’t charge 
any less. 

Herbie will have the benefit of small classes, in- 
dividual instruction and the association of selected boys. 
They are really mighty careful about selecting their 
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boys. They hold every application up till the father’s 
check has time to clear. 

Herbie is a little codger to go away to school and 
it’s going to be hard on your mother. You see, she still 
reads to him in the evening, though it’s the same as 
holding a St. Bernard in her lap. She feels as I do, 
though; she’d rather let him go away than have his civic 
consciousness awakened. 

And he doesn’t mind going. The only time he 
has asked a question was the other evening when he over- 
heard his mother remarking that at this school they 
didn’t have compulsory chapel. He wanted to know if 
they had compulsory cereal. 

I'd take Herbie myself but your mother and I 
have got to leave for Florida that week to show our 
confidence in the fundamental soundness of American 
business. 

Now that Herbie is entered and accepted I feel 
mighty tired. I had to fill out as many papers as you do 
when you apply for a loan on your life insurance. 

Your Affectionate Father, 
McCready Huston. 
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e Personal 


(Pictures marked not suitable for 


hy ra GARBO wants to be left alone. 
She has said so many times, and 
I believe it. On her last trip to New 
York she stayed at the St. Moritz Hotel. 
there. From the moment 


I also stay 


got 


a guest, the place was surrounded by 


the news around that she was 
every known type of celebrity hound, 
from the legitimate news reporter to the 
movie nut who will stand out in the rain 
for hours in the hope of getting a fleet- 
ing glimpse of a star. A group of this 


type of did 


stand outside the front door of the hotel 


mental defective actually 
in the rain almost a whole day, while 
Greta, wearing dark glasses, passed back 
and forth unrecognized. 

When I heard she was in the house I 
went to the management and said, “I 
understand Miss Garbo is here and that 
she wants peace and quiet. Well I'll 
make a bargain with her. I'll let her 
alone if she’ll let me alone.” And so... 


NE evening I was entertaining a 

couple of out of town subscribers at 
New York’s swankiest speakeasy, The 
Park Avenue. Sitting at a table over 
against the wall I saw Ramon Novar- 
RO, so I went over to greet him. He was 
with a girl who had her back to the room 
and wore a hat pulled down over her 
face. As we shook hands I glanced up at 
the girl. Ir was Greta. Ramon seemed em- 
barrassed. He stammered, “I'd like to er- 
uh...” but before he could say any more 
I had dropped his hand and was dashing 


away from there. And then eee 


SAW her twice in the hotel. The 

last time it was about two in the 
morning. An elderly gentleman escort- 
ed her to the door. She left him and 
made a mad dash for the elevator. So 
there we were . . . just the two of us. 
It had been raining. She was wearing 
some sort of tweed suit, a rain-coat, low- 
heeled shoes and a beret. I remember a 
scene from “A Woman Of Affairs” in 
which she wore just such a costume. 
There was almost no makeup on her face 


. and what an interesting face that 
woman has . . . more so off the screen 
than on. She looked as though she was 
scared to death I would speak to her. 


Not a chance. But seriously .. . 


HE point I want to make is this: 
Here is an actress who does not 
want to have her private life exploited 
and why should it be? The old 
bromide about a paid performer be- 
longing to the public is a lot of hooey. 
That the public is interested in what 
Greta eats and wears, and whom she 
does or does not love is natural. So am 
I. I was interested when I saw Mr. 
Novarro kissing her hand in the speak- 
easy. Maybe it was just a Latin gesture, 
but I was interested—so much so that I 
got up and walked casually by the table 
to see if she liked it. She appeared to. 


HERE has been a lot written and 
said about Miss Garbo’s personal 
and habits—most of it 
guesses. As far as I am concerned she 
can eat with her knife, bite her direc- 


characteristics 


tor, chew snuff, put razor blades in 
little children’s hands or do anything 
else she pleases—so long as it does not af- 
fect her work on the screen. And what's 
more, if these characteristics go toward 
making up the temperament that accounts 
for her ability as an emotional actress, I 
hope to the Lord she continues to be 
herself—regardless of what “they say.” 


garage I was talking to Buppy 
Rocers and RicHarp ARLEN at 
Mayfair. We discussed Greta. I told 
them I had made no effort to interview 
her and never would. “Gee,” said Buddy. 
“T’ll bet she is all broken up about it, 
Harry. What did she say that night in 
the elevator when you refused to speak to 
her?” I reached for the ginger ale and 
said lightly, “Oh, she touched me on the 
shoulder as I swept out of the lift and 
said, ‘So! Alvays you avoidt me. Vots 
der Mata Hari?” 
(Continued on page 47) 


children.) 


“MATA HARI” 
Type. Romance of a Woman Spy. 

Cast. Greta Garbo, Ramon Novarro, Lionel 
Barrymore, Lewis Stone. 

Credits. She is still the Great Garbo .. . 
always interesting, always charming, and al- 
ways an individual. Ramon, Lionel, Lewis and 
Director George (always efficient) Fitzmaurice 
also deserve congratulations for this success, 


(x) 


Comment. As usual the movies are too ob- 
vious in working out spy intrigues. If you 
know the real story of the famous Mata Hari 
you may be disappointed in the “boxoffice” 
changes that have been made in the character. 


Decision. Yes. 





“THE MAN I KILLED” 

Type. Post World War Drama. 

Cast. Nancy Carroll, Lionel Barrymore, Phil- 
lips Holmes, Lucien Littlefield, Zasu Pitts, 
Louise Carter, Tom Douglas. 

Credits. Superb direction by Ernst Lubitsch 
Superb performances by Nancy, Lionel and 
Phillips. Excellent supporting cast. 
Comment. Great story: French boy, haunted 
by memory of German he killed in war, goes 
to Germany to seek forgiveness of his victim's 
relatives and falls in love with girl who was 
dead man’s sweetheart. The screen’s severest 
critics couldn’t dislike this one honestly. And 
Miss Carroll's severest critics will have to ad- 
mit what we have always contended . . . that 
she proves her ability as a fine dramatic actress 
every time she is given a real opportunity. It 
is also a comeback for Phil after several un- 
inspiring roles. Mr. Barrymore again dem- 
onstrates that he is one of the finest character 
actors the screen has ever known. And there 





is only one Lubitsch. 
Decision. Yes. 





“DR. JEKYLL AND MR, HYDE” (x) 





Type. The old Dual Personality thriller. 


Cast. Fredric March, Miriam Hopkins, Rose 
Hobart, Edgar Norton, Halliwell Hobbes. 


Credits. Fred gives one of the greatest screen 
characterizations ever presented. Miriam con- 
tinues to climb the ladder to stardom. And 
loud cheers for the makeup man and tech- 
nicians who were responsible for the amazing 
transitions Fred makes from the gentlemanly 
Jekyll to the monster Hyde. More and louder 


cheers for Director Rouben Mamoulian. 


Comment. Too starkly hair-raising for nerv- 
ous people and children. The one weak spot 
is the love interest between Fred and Rose. 
And Rouben, whatever gave you the idea of 
letting Rose collapse on the keyboard of the 
Steinway? “They laughed when she fell down 
on the. piano.” 

Decision. YES (if you can “take” it). 


(Continued on page 47) 


























SONNY AND PATRICIA, 


“Mister have you got a scrap of paper,—somethin’ 
I could scribble a poem on?” 








Manhattan Besents. by eli SMITH 


“Flight Into Darkness” 


NCE, in a half-forgotten Vienna summer, I made 
my way through the shrubs and bushes of the 
inevitable Viennese front garden in a drowsy 

suburb. These botanical decorations are a picturesque 
detail in any street but not altogether practical if 
you happen to be hunting for a number. I passed 
No. 17 Sternwartestrasse twice in my quest and 
then it was not the number that I found but a small 
bronze plate, laconically inscribed “Dr. Arthur 
Schnitzler.” You have to brush away a sprig of lilac 
bush to see it. 

Once inside, the interview still stands as one of 
my most gracious literary memories. This gentle and 
friendly host with his Rodin head on a short and stocky 
body, provided an hour of chronicle and comment which 
re-echoed from the best of his writings—now, alas, 
forever silenced. It was not, however, until his last book 
reached this desk—his swan song with the curiously 
prophetic title of “Flight Into Darkness,”—that I re- 
called one statement of his which links this most recent 


work with the past. 
We were talking about the accidental qualities 


that surround all success and failure in careers, when 
he said unexpectedly: 

“I no longer practice medicine but as I grow 
older I find myself drawn closer to my first profession. 
It is clean, it is sure, it is accurate. A discussion of one 
of my brother’s cases” (the younger Dr. Schnitzler is 
a prominent surgeon in Vienna) “is now more inter- 
esting to me than any scene in any play. I would rather 
talk about that at any time.” 

The thought of this little scene dominated my 
entire mood in reading “Flight Into Darkness.” It is 
essentially the work of a physician and a physician I 
may add who possessed far more sympathy and imagina- 
tion than most of the doctors who look at love, life and 
literature with such bland assurance. It is a study of 
gradually approaching insanity told with that mixture 
of ruthlessness and compassion that marks the work of 
the true medical man. At the beginning, the victim 
might be any ordinary hyper-sensitive young man. 
By almost imperceptible degrees you feel the slow 
tides of abnormality closing in on him until his 
natural apprehension for the welfare of those he loves, 
drifts into the obsession that he himself has killed 
them. Never do I recall being so moved with the thinness 
of the border-line that separates madness from what 
passes in this world as sanity. “Flight Into Darkness” 
is to me the most touching novel of Schnitzler’s career. 
It stands as a characteristic final gesture from a noble 
writer and scientist. 


Theatre 


MPRESSED as I was by this novel, I could hardly 
recommend it for a hilarious evening. The outlook in 

the theatres is cheerier. Its most amusing note arrived 
with a new musical comedy by that cheerfully irreverent 
quartet which is made up of George S. Kaufman, Morrie 
Ryskind and the Gershwin freres, George and Ira, and 
which had already anticipated this latest work with 
merciless kidding of the war-lords in “Strike Up the 
Band.” In the present production, the wicked intentions 
start with the title; obviously my country ’tis of thee 
is to receive no tender treatment in a piece called “Of 
Thee I Sing.” Your suspicions of this are more than 
justified by the whole—from the first to the last scene 
the sweet land of liberty is prodded and teased and 
tormented in a manner as outrageous as it is irresistible. 
So rare is any form of political satire in a musical 
comedy book, that the presentation of this one brought 
the inevitable cries of “Gilbert and Sullivan” from de- 
lighted Savoyards. Richard Lockridge in the New York 
Sun wrote an inspired comment on this point. This re- 
viewer feels that “the authors of ‘Of Thee I Sing’ are to 
Gilbert and Sullivan as drawings in the New Yorker are 
to drawings in Punch, the difference being rather in the 
national characteristics reflected than in skill of execu- 
tion.” At the risk of joining in the hullabaloo of patri- 
otism so ruthlessly exposed by these authors, it gives me 
an unabashed thrill of pride to find both methods, for 


all their differences, equally gratifying. 


ACRED and Profane love are waging their eternal 
battle in the new hit by Philip Barry. “The Animal 
Kingdom,” however, reverses completely the role in this 
apparently inexhaustible theme. Instead of the siren out- 
side the home who lures the husband by her starkly physi- 
cal appeal and the wife by the fireside who holds him 
through less specialized virtues we have the two women 
precisely opposed to this firm and convenient arrangement. 
It is the mistress who offers intellectual companionship 
and sympathy in addition to the qualities which surround 
“love among the artists” and it is the wife who uses her 
physical charms to defeat the hero’s quest for integrity. 
The keynote is given with the last curtain line where the 
husband, in final revolt against his spouse’s bargaining 
with the key of her bedroom, remarks resolutely “I’m go- 
ing back to my wife” and dashes out, back to the studio. 
There are moments of obscurity in the writing of 

this peculiarly arresting idea and serious defects, I 
thought, in the casting. Leslie Howard brought his usual 
sensitive, subtle understanding to the role of the hus- 
band but while Frances Fuller was sincere and believable 
as the mistress the characters of the two women lacked 





the force of contrast so necessary to the theme. On the 
whole, however, it is one of the most absorbing plays of 
many seasons and achieves the almost incredible feat 
of contributing a new angle to that triangle which is so 
irrevocably stamped as “eternal.” 


Opera 
— Metropolitan Opera season was gladdened last 


month by the arrival of a glamorous new soprano. 
She is a Swedish singer with the nationally characteristic 
name of Goeta Ljungberg and her instinctively dramatic 


voice has the unusual combination of power and flexibility. 
Her appearance from the standpoint of the average prima- 
donna’s aspect is even more unusual; she is surprisingly 
slender and of a golden beauty which meets the tradi- 
tions (so seldom realized) that surround Wagner’s 
legendary heroines. She made her first appearance in 
“Die Walkuere” as Sieglinde—that lovely, luckless 
figure who plays her part as one of the most heartbreak- 
ing lovers in all love lore. And the uproar that greeted 
her naively delighted curtain bows made for the most 
exciting evening the Metropolitan has known this season. 


t 
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“dnd then Dr. Jekyll, this beautiful man, finds himself turning into Mr. Hyde, a monster! MY DEAR 
CAN YOU IMAGINE my embarrassment!” 
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however beautifully developed, is 

of little value if the player lacks a 
sound and comprehensive knowledge of 
psychology. The cards are one thing, and 
a very important thing, in the game of 
Contract, but without a thorough study 
of psychology, and that includes the 
study of your partner and of both your 


fgg at the Bridge table, 


opponents, as well as yourself, success is 
entirely out of reach. In the precision 
and depth of inferences required, Bridge 
is quite as scientific as chess. 

Bridge psychology, so far as the part- 
nership is concerned, deals with the ques- 
tion of adapting yourself to your part- 
ner’s mentality. So far as your opponents 
are concerned, it implies the ability to 
correctly analyze their reactions under 
any given situation in order that you may 
determine with scientific exactness your 
procedure. 

In Bridge, as in war, strategy embraces 
all the steps taken and the movement of 
forces prior to actual combat. It has for 
its objective forcing the enemy to fight 
under the most disadvantageous condi- 
tions in regard to time and place and 
prevent, if possible, the effective mobili- 
zation of his forces. Tactics, on the other 
hand, refer to the actual manipulation 
of the forces once the battle has been 
joined. To state it another way, strategy 
in Bridge refers to the bidding. Tactics 
in Bridge refers to the play. 

The whole world has read of the 
“Bridge Battle of the Century”, my one 
hundred and fifty rubber match with 
Mr. Sidney S. Lenz, to test the respec- 
tive merits of two systems of Contract 
bidding. The result of that match, as 
you know, was a victory for my partners 
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contract bridcGe 


by 


ELY CULBERTSON 


and myself. In an article written for 
Lire just before the beginning of the 
match (*), I told what I thought of Mr. 
Lenz. I spoke of his mastery of the tac- 
tics of the game, but at the same time 
explained why I was willing to offer odds 
of five to one that we would win the 
match of one hundred fifty rubbers. 
I knew that Mr. Lenz possessed a re- 
markable brain machine, but I knew also 
that he was forced to make up for the 
lack of scientific training with a vast 
collection of practical, but loosely related 
facts, and I predicted, with what has 
proved to be remarkable accuracy, his 
course under different bidding situations. 
It was because I recognized that the mas- 
ter technician was not also a master 
strategist that I so unhesitatingly gave 
the odds of five to one on the result of 
this match. 

I predicted that Mr. Lenz would un- 
der-bid his hands. This is a serious fault 
in a precise game like Contract where 
the major objectives are game or slam, 
if it does not appear better to inflict a 
stinging penalty upon your opponents. 
The prediction came true to the letter 
on the following hand: 





Mr. Lenz 
& A-K-9-3 
2 Q2 

QJ 
& A.Q6-42 


we Mrs. Cul- 
Mr. Culbertson N bertson 


& J-7-2 & 10-8-6-4 
V 8-4 Y J-10-9 
© 7-6-5-4-3-2 © K-9 
& 7.3 & K-J-10-8 
Mr. Jacoby 
a 0-5 
V A-K-7-6-5-3 
 A-10-8 
te 9-5 











(*) Lire, December 1931, Page 12, 
“What I Think of Sidney Lenz.” 


The Bidding 





South 
2 9 (1) 
3 9 (3) 


Pass 


East 


Pass 
Pass 
Pass 


North 
1 & 

2 & (2) 
492 (4) 


West 
Pass 
Pass 
Pass 
Pass 











(1) Disclosing than 3  honor- 
tricks. 
(2) Correctly showing the second bidda- 
ble suit in response to the forcing take- 
out. 
(3) Disclosing rebid strength in hearts. 
This cannot be less than five hearts to 
A-K-J-10 or a six-card heart suit. 
(4) Failing to draw the broad inferences 
available » from partner's bidding, al- 
though he has made a Forcing Takeout 
disclosing a hand of unusual strength op- 
posite a hand containing one-half of the 
high honors in the deck. An utterly in- 
adequate bid, but psychologically to be 
predicted from one of Mr. Lenz’s tem- 
perament. 

As a result, this hand was played in 
a contract of four hearts and seven were 
made. While a Grand Slam contract 
should not be reached, the scientific psy- 
chological bidder would have reached a 
Small Slam in the manner shown below. 


more 





South 
30 (4) 


Pass 


North 
1 & (1) 
Pass 2 @ (3) 
Pass 6°90 (5) 
Pass 


West 


Pass 


East 





Pass 
Pass 


Pass 











(1) Much more than a minimum—an 
honor-trick and a half in the club suit, 
\, in hearts and diamonds, and two in 
spades, yielding a total of 4 honor-tricks. 
(2) Showing not less than 3 honor-tricks. 
North can now count at least 7 honor- 
tricks in the combined hands and knows 
holdings are in the slam zone. 

(3) Identifying the club suit as one of 
at least five cards and the spade suit as 
of four card length. 

(Continued on page 58) 
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1. People intent on deciphering this rebus will discover it just 
as easy to solve as the usual crossword puzzle. Some wise ones 
can work it out, perhaps, but not with great ease and to none 
will ic be plain sailing. Day after day readers will pronounce 
it a tough baby and fight over it, no doubt, but we hope there 

be no black eyes in consequence. Watch for our next 


number. 


During this period of stagnation much has been written 
about economics which was misleading to readers and not 
nearly understood. We refrain from talking about stocks and 
other busted securities as they are played out topics and have 
no place on this page. Such articles belong elsewhere. In order 
not to be melancholy the mind ought to be busy. Hunting 
solutions to these teasers is a fine way. 
3. The duration of this series will depend on whether we can 
escape the bughouse which stares us in the face. From all 
quarters of the land come letters by unscrupulous contestants 
with no hearts by whom we are vilified and upbraided and 
accused of being unfair. We resent them and unless they cease 


we will stop our efforts to amuse. P. S.: The above avowal 


is final and our last word. 
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Here are solutions to the rebus contest! .... For prizes see page 54 
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Tue Dienarp: How, can you expect a man to make a decent 


drive with a bally lighthouse winking at him like that? 
Humorist. 


Look, mummie! Father's caught an hors d’oeuvre! 
—London Opinion. 


SMALL Girt: 




















Nervous Lapy: Careful, Harold! There’s somebody cross- 
ing the road, —Punch (by permission). 











CLERK (nervously): Er-—does this threatened staff reduction af- 
fect me, sir? 


Boss: No, you'll be gone before then. —Passing Show. 
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Acror: I’ve just been chatting to that reporter chap in the 
waiting-room. I gave him a pretty glowing idea of my salary 
in the new production, 

Acent: That’s not a reporter, old boy; that’s the income- 
tax man, —Punch (by permission). 








Poor old Wilkins had been terribly worried with busi- 
ness, and was in a very nervous state, so that any little 
sound seemed to annoy him. One night when moving an 
easy chair the castors creaked dreadfully. 

“Jane,” he cried to his wife, “didn’t I ask you a week ago 
to oil these castors?” 

“I know you did,” shouted Mrs. Wilkins from the 
kitchen, “but I couldn’t find a drop of castor oil in the 
—T he Outspan. 


house! 



































A PERSONAL CAR WITH EVERYTHING GOOD TASTE COULD DESIRE 


There are certain men who always seem to be posted on the right places to go, the smart things 
to do, and the correct personal equipment to buy. It is a distinct compliment to Chevrolet 
that, when these men choose personal transportation, so many of them decide on the new 
Chevrolet Six. Insight tells them, at once, that everything about this car is in good taste. The 
lines, for instance —trim, smooth, well-balanced, with just enough bright color and chromium 
plate to add life and sparkle. The Fisher composite wood and steel coachwork . . .so handsomely 
finished and so substantially built. The interiors, with their neat, well-tailored upholstery and 
their many smart new appointments. And along with these evidences of good taste come 
many fine evidences of modern design; notably, the 65 to 70 miles-an-hour multi-cylinder 


engine—the easy-shifting Synecro-Mesh transmission—and simplified Free Wheeling. 


Priced as low as $475, f. 0.6. Flint, Michigan. Special equipment extra. Low delivered prices 
and easy G. M. A. C.terms. Chevrolet Motor Co., Detroit, Michigan. Division of General Motors 


NEW CHEVROLET SIX 


GREAT AMERICAN VALUE FO 








HORN IN ON THIS 


WRITE A 
"BLURB"! 


HERE, DAD—TRYA 

REAL SHAVING CREAM 

—PALMOLIVE ! THERES 
NOTHING LIKE IT! 


THAN KS, JIM, BUT 
I'M STICKING TO MY 
COLGATE'S. IT'S GOT 
‘EM ALL BEAT— 
Hanos Down | 


SURE —ALL EXCEPT 
PALMOLIVE.. NOTHING 
TOUCHES AN OLIVE OIL 
SHAVING CREAM FOR A 
REAL SHAVE-AND FOR 
KEEPING YOUR FACE 
FEELING FINE, NOTHING 


°25,000! 


464 CASH PRIZES THIS MONTH—2 FIRST PRIZES OF $500 EACH 


LISTEN, JIM.WHEN YouR 
BEARD GETS AS TOUGH AS 
MINE YOULL APPRECIATE 
WHAT IT MEANS TO GET 
A CLEAN, CLOSE SHAVE 
~— LIKE COLGATE'S 
GIVES ME . 








Here’s where you take your shot at 
some of that $25,000 


Jim wants you Palmolive users to back him up. His Dad wants 
every Colgate shaver’s help. If you haven't tried either of these 
famous shaving creams, start nowand get into this $25,000argument! 


G'WAN,DAD—THERE'S 
ONLY ONE SHAVING 
CREAM WORKS UP A 
QUICK, LASTING LATHER 
LIKE THIS IN ANY KIND 
OF WATER,AND THAT'S 
PALMOLIVE ! 


WELL, JIM, I'VE USED 
COLGATE'S FOR 20 YEARS 
AND | HAVENT FAILED TO 
GET A SMOOTH, SKIN-LINE 
SHAVE YET. YOU CAN'T 
CONVINCE ME THERE'S 
ANYTHING LIKE COLGATES 





EE those “blurbs” coming out of the 
men’s mouths? Can you write one? 
We're putting up $25,000 in cash for 
those who can. Get your pencil out—now! 
Here’s the idea. In a field of 176 com- 
peting brands, Colgate’sand Palmoliveare 
the two outstanding leaders. They have 
won an overwhelming preference over 
all other shaving creams. 

We know that Palmolive users swear 
there’s nothing as good as Palmolive. 
And Colgate shavers claim that Colgate’s 
beats ’em all in a walk. 

What we want is your opinion. Do you 


side with Jim or 
his Dad in the big 
Palmolive vs. Col- 
gate’s argument? 
Are you a Colgate 
fan—or a Palm- 
olive booster. Let’s 
hear from you! 


Palmolive Users 





Colgate Users 





In ONE of the empty “blurb” spaces, 
or better on a separate sheet of paper, 
just say your say. Write your boost for 
Colgate’s—OR for Palmolive — not both, 
We're offering 464 cash prizes this month 
for the best “blurbs” sent to us. 


SEE OPPOSITE PAGE for contest rules and hints to help you win 


46 


Here are the prizes for each 
month—464 in all! 


For Best Colgate 
“blurbs’’ 

Set. co ec oc 
2nd. 

Sr@d «ee 

9 next *e 

20 mext. . 

200 next . 





For Best Palmolive 
“blurbs”’ 
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CONTEST RULES 


LF your “blurb” in one of the empty 
spaces on the opposite page, or ona sep- 
arate sheet ~~ Mail with nameandaddress 
to Contest Editors, Dept. E-3, P. O. Box 
1133, Chicago, Illinois. Residents of Canada, 
address: 64 Natalie St., Toronto 8. 

The prize money (totaling $25,000) is di- 
vided into six sets of monthly prizes (each set 
totaling $4200). At the end of each month 
prizes are awarded (see list on opposite page) 
for the best “blurbs” received during het 
month, as follows: 


Feb. 29 . .. $4200 Mar. 31. . . $4200 

April 30 . . . $4200 May 31. . . $4200 

June 30 . . . $4200 July 31 . . . $4200 
(Contest closes July 31, 1932) 

Contest is open only to residents of the 
United States and Canada. Employes of the 
manufacturers and their families are not eligible 
to compete. 

In event of a tie, each tying contestant will 
be awarded full amount of the prize tied for. 
Decision of the judges shall be final. 

Some hints to help you win 
Here are some facts about the world’s two 
largest selling shaving creams —Colgate’s 
and Palmolive. Here are some of the reasons 
why men prefer these famous shaving creams. 


PALMOLIVE 
1. Multiplies itself in lather 250 times. 
2. Softens the beard in one minute. 
3. Maintains its creamy fullness for 10 minutes. 
4. Fine after-effects due to olive oil content. 


COLGATE’S 

1. Breaks up oil film that covers each hair. 

2. Small bubbles get down to the base of the beard, 
hold water against each hair at skin-line and soak 
it soft where the razor works. 

3. Gives a close,skin-line shave due to small 
bubble action. 

4. Gives a lasting, 24-hour shave. 
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FREE SAMPLES 


In case you're one of the few who do notuseeither 4 
Colgate’s or Palmolive, they're for sale everywhere. 4 
Or—send coupon for generous free samples of both. 4 
Mail coupon to Dept. 62, P-O. Box 1133, Chicago. 4 
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Personal Gossip 
(Continued from page 38) 


HEN Jimmy “ScHNOZZLE” 

DURANTE signed his new contract 
with Metro he was interviewed by re- 
porters. “And what,” asked one of them, 
“do you think of the future of the talk- 
ies, Mr. Durante?” Jimmy went through 
a few of the motions of thinking and 
then said, “Well, gentmen, if yuh 
should ast me, I’d say dat talkin’ pitchers 
is just in dere infantry.” 


Gene Tunney will appear in a two-reel 
motion picture entitled, “Strong-Hearted 
Men,” embracing an inspirational theme 
showing how the people of America have 
emerged from great periods of economic 
depressions, 


—New York Mirror. 
Making movies at several thousand 
bucks a week is a good way to start. 


TP\ALKING to Lawrence TipBett 

and his handsome new bride. He 
said he didn’t know what picture he 
would do next maybe “Robin 
Hood.” His entire attention was con- 
centrated on his next opera engagement. 
“And I never figure ahead,” he said. 
“Thursday I am singing ‘Simon Boc- 
canegra. Monday I may be singing 
‘Goodnight Sweetheart.’” 


AND INCIDENTALLY ... RoLanp 
Younc’s hobby is collecting statues 
of penguins Ken MayNarp’s 
famous horse TARZAN used to be an 
Oakland school teacher’s saddle horse . . . 
LityAN TASHMAN has a coat suit 
equipped with a zipper. . . . Honest .. . 
I saw her work it and almost fainted 
before discovering it was just a gag. 
. « . It costs the New York Paramount 


| Theatre ten dollars every time Mr. and 


Mrs. Jesse CRAWFORD strike a cer- 


tain low note on the organ keyboards. 


The low vibrations of the larger pipes 
destroy the filaments in electric bulbs 
near the organ pipe chamber. . . . MARI- 
oN Davies and Bese DANIeLs play 
brilliant contract bridge. . . . COLLEEN 
Moors says she likes RicHARD ARLEN 
because he doesn’t look like an actor... . 
Mrs, NicHoLtas SCHENCK dances 
beautifully. . . . So does SuE Caro. 
...and Mrs. Frepric Marcu ... 
and Nancy CARROLL and Mrs. Binc 
(Dixme Lee) Crosspy. . . . And 


| WALTER WANCER says the movies will 


have a future as soon as they get rid 
of their past. 


The New Films 
(Continued from page 38) 


“HELL DIVERS” 

Type. Naval Aviation Drama. 

Cast. Wallace Beery, Clark Gable, Conrad 
Nagel, John Miljan, Dorothy Jordan, Mar- 
jorie Rambeau, Cliff Edwards. 

Credits. It is Beery’s picture. He is even bet- 
ter than he was in “The Champ.” Gable, 
Nagel and Miljan also do superlative work. 
George Hill’s direction and Charles Marshall’s 
aerial photography complete a combination 
that offers fool-proof entertainment. 
Comment. Here is a story that practically 
ignores the supposedly vital element of sex but 
is consistently interesting . . . which should 
prove something or other. 

Decision, Yes. 





“TAXI” 

Type. Drama of New York Taxicab Racket. 
Cast. James Cagney, Loretta Young, George 
E. Stone, Guy Kibbe. 

Credits, James clicks again as a rough, two- 
fisted Romeo. Expert support. 


Comment. They should tame James down a 
bit. He’s getting so hard that he is sometimes 
more annoying than amusing. But a whale of 
a performer nevertheless. 


Decision. Yes. 





“DELICIOUS” 

Type. Rich-Man-Poor-Girl Romance. 

Cast. Janet Gaynor, Charles Farrell, E: 
Brendel. 


Credits. The Fox officials, who “Know what 
the public wants” and keep giving them Janet 
and Charley in this sort of picture. 
Comment. There are two types of movie 
fans . . . those who like Gaynor-Farrell pic- 
tures very much and those who dislike them 
very much. Boxoffice figures prove that a great 
majority of fans like them very much. 


Decision. Whichever you are. 





“UNION DEPOT” 

Type. Romance of Chance Acquaintances in 
Railroad Station. 

Cast. Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., Joan Blondell, 
Guy Kibbe, Alan Hale, David Landau, Frank 
McHugh. 

Credits. Doug and Guy are great. Joan a bit 
out of tune as sweet, innocent show girl. Orher 
characters well chosen. 

Comment. The plot gets so thick near the 
end that the customers are apt to laugh at 
the wrong time. 

Decision. Yes. 





OTHER GOOD ONES... 
“ForBIDDEN” (Don’t 
“Sooky,” “LApDIES OF 
House.” 

FAIR ONES... 

“Way Back Home,” “Girt From 
Rio,” “STeppinc SIsTERs.” 

AND DON’T SEE... 

“PanaMA Fo,” “MANHATTAN Pa- 
RADE,” “Cock 0° THE Arr,” “No 
OnE MAN.” 


miss it), 
THE Bic 
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GREAT DRAMAS i. SPORT 


UIS ANGEL FIRPO, his huge, 
L hairy body wrapped in the 
folds of a gold-and-black 
checked bath-robe, crawled ponder- 


ously through the ropes. He scowled. 


A 


His bushy eye-brows met 
over the bridge of his 
nose. There was some- 
thing implacable and 
irresistible about him. 
But this air of the 
conqueror was a protec- 
tive scale. Inwardly .. 
as his gaze shifted from 
Jack Dempsey’s beard- 
stubbled face to the sea 
of humanity that wash- 
ed up to the very edge 
of the ring... the Wild 
Bull of Pampas 
felt a twinge of uncer- 
tainty. Columbus must have felt that 
way as he sailed over the rim of the 
world. Pizarro doubtless experienced 
the same emotion as he faced the un- 


the 


known Aztecs. . 
all, their expressions never gave a 


. . Being brave men 


hint of their real feelings. 

Firpo did not fear the fists of 
Dempsey as much as he did the 
political machinations that might 
find expression in the action of the 
referee. He understood English only 
in bits. He felt that the cards might 
be stacked. 

The bell sounded. 

Dempsey came out raving, and 
swung a left to the body... . He 
missed . . . and Luis dug in a right 
uppercut that caught the champion 
under the chin, and sent him sprawl- 
ing. An explosion of happiness 
flared up in the Wild Bull’s somber 
. . Dempsey down! .. . But 
Dempsey was up almost before the 
blood-cry of the crowd found ex- 
pression. He clinched. 

Referee Johnny Gallagher leaped 
forward, and slapped each man on 
the back. 

“Break!” he husked. 

With his scanty knowledge of 
English and his fear of being dis 
qualified on a technicality, Firpo 


heart. ° 


stepped back, dropped his arms and 
turned inquiringly toward the ref- 
eree. 

Dempsey never missed an oppor- 
tunity like this. He struck Luis on 


the jaw with all his strength .. . and 
knocked the South American down. 
Shaken, but not really hurt, Firpo 
rose at the count of three. . . . He 
was bitterly angry. It seemed unfair 
and unjust . . . exactly what he 
might have expected of this gringo. 
. . » Dempsey had not gone to his 
corner. He stood threateningly over 
his rival, and almost before Firpo’s 
knees were off the canvas, Jack 
floored him again. 

Dizzy, a little weaker now, but 
with all his Latin impetuosity boil- 
ing over Luis disdained to take a 
count. With tremendous courage 
and no judgment, he rose at “two” 
... and Dempsey knock- 
ed him off his feet with 
a slashing hook into the 
pit of the stomach. 

There was a film over 
Luis’ eyes; foam and 
blood on his lips. His 
stomach turned over with 
a nauseous gulp. But he 
refused to take a long- 
er count than three, though his legs 
were like rubber and his mind 
shrouded in a fog. 

He was not really conscious of 
what was happening the next three 
times the champion’s fists sent him 


Jack 
© ce bY Kofoed 


to the canvas covered floor of the 
ring. His mind was like a muddy 
pool that gives back no reflection of 
a face bending above it. 

Then, suddenly, the fog shred. 
ded away. He was on his 
knees. He saw Demp. 
sey’s slim, powerful legs 
... the grey-clad ones of 
the referee. ... He heard 
the monotonous intona- 
tion of the count. ... 
Luis Angel Firpo lum- 
bered to his feet like a 
wounded bear . . . and 
with a sudden, desper- 
ate rush drove the cham- 
pion before him .. . and 
sent him flying head- 

sil long through the ropes. 

The Argentine stood 
staring in an astonishment that 
was as complete as the crowd’s. . . 
Then his amazement was overborne 
by his suspicious belief that he 
was not to be permitted to win. 
. . . Gallagher was not counting 
as Dempsey struggled in the tangle 
of newspapermen and _ typewriters 
and telegraph instruments. 

Luis tried to protest, but the ref- 
eree understood no Spanish . . . and 
there was the grim face of the cham- 
pion already slipping through the 
ropes. .. . To Hell with fairness or 
the lack of it! . . . He would show 
these Northerners what men were 
built in South America. 

Then, before there 
could be further knock- 
downs, the bell sounded 
and the greatest round 
that had ever been fought 
became fistic history. The 
Wild Bull limped, pant- 
ing to his corner. . . . He 
lay back on his stool, 
sucking air into aching 

lungs. . . . His seconds gabbled in his 
ear. ... He didn’t hear a word. .. . 
His thoughts tumbled wildly about. 
... Money was the be-all and the end- 
all of life to Luis Firpo. . . . If he 
(Continued on page 63) 
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eA nnouncing 


BUSINESS EDUCATION 


Bachelor of Business Science (B. B. S.) Degree 


UNIVERSITY OF NEW ENGLAND 


an entirely NEW kind of 
HOME STUDY 


leadin g to the 


offered by the 


A thoroughly organized program of home study business courses, 
leading ultimately to the Bachelor of Business Science Degree, is 
now presented to men and women who seek a recognized business 
training but who are unable to attend resident University classes. 

These courses mark a new departure in form and method. Each 
course is prepared by the faculty member of the University of New 
England who has himself given these courses to resident students 
attending classes at the University. The same lecture texts used by 
resident students are also used by home-study students. The home 
study student studies under the direct supervision of the Univers- 
ity faculty 

The old stilted text-book method has been discarded. Each 
course is presented in lecture text form. Each is given in exactly 
the same way that courses are given in the University classrooms. 
The only difference is that the home-study student actually re 
ceives more personal supervision by correspondence than it is 
possible to give to individual students attending classes. 

Whether you are interested in securing a thoroughly-rounded 
business education, leading to the Bachelor of Business Science 
(B.B.S.) Degree, or simply wish to take up special courses such 
as Accountancy, Business Law, Finance and Investment, Export 
Selling and Foreign Trade, etc., etc., you will find this new pro- 
gram of business education complete, interesting and exception- 
ally economical. 

The University has prepared an interesting and informative 
book, describing this new program of home-study courses in busi 
ness, which will be sent to you, without obligation, on request. 


Mail this coupon today! 


UNIVERSITY OF NEW ENGLAND, Bridgeport, Connecticut 


Gentlemen: Please send me, without obligation, the explanatory literature and Catalog 
of Home-Study Courses offered by the Business Administration Institute Division of 
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The Political Status 
of Prohibition 


(Continued from page 11) 


against the amendment when it passed. 
So did Ex-Senator James A. Reed, of 
Missouri. 

People have simply stopped mention. 
ing the names of Dry candidates for the 
Democratic nomination! 

Raskob also hopes the Democrats will 
go wet—the wetter the better. For unless 
by some miracle Al Smith should be 
nominated again—and it would take a 
miracle this time—Raskob’s heart is 
much more stirred by the prospect of 
repealing the 18th Amendment than 
by the thought of putting any particular 
Democrat in the White House. 

All the probabilities for the Demo- 
cratic nomination are Wets, so it would 
appear reasonable that both men will get 
at least part of their wish. Raskob of 
course would like to see the convention 
also pledge Democratic nominees for the 
House and Senate to vote for the sub- 
mission of the amendment to the states. 
So would Hoover, he thinking this would 
save him, while Raskob is merely in- 
terested in the next step toward repeal. 

Judgment in Washington is that a 
Wert will be nominated by the Demo- 
crats, but that the convention will make 
no move to pledge its congressional 
candidates, despite the mild mannered 
plea of Raskob that this is merely to give 
the “people” a chance to pass on the 
question, and does not prevent senators 
and representatives who vote to submit 
it from going home and working against 


repeal. 





“dre you going to bring anybody home 
for dinner?” 
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... But now, thank goodness! there's the new 
VICKS PLAN for better CONTROL-OF-COLDS 


IF YOU are one of the many people who 
catch cold easily, here’s good news. Now 
—you can have fewer colds. You can get 
rid of colds quicker. You can make colds 
less severe—less costly! How?—by 
adopting the new Vicks Plan for better 
Control-of-Colds in the home. 

This plan is made possible by the dis- 
covery of Vicks Nose & Throat Drops— 
a product based on a new idea for pre- 
venting colds. A companion product to 
Vicks VapoRub—the modern method of 


| Before a cold starts 


At that first sniffle or stuffy, sneezy irri- 
tation of the nasal passages—Nature’s 
warning that you’re “‘catching cold” — 
use Vicks Nose Drops at once, as directed. 
Repeat every hour or so if needed. This 
will prevent many colds by stopping them 





before they 
throat—where most colds start. 


)_ After a cold starts 


At night, massage the throat and chest 
well with Vicks VapoRub (now avail- 
able in white stain/Jess form, if you pre- 
fer). VapoRub acts like a poultice or 
plaster and at the same time gives off 


get beyond the nose and 


medicated vapors which are inhaled all 
night long. 

During the day—any time, any place 
—use Vicks Nose Drops as needed for 
greater ease and comfort. (If there is a 
cough, you will like the new Vicks Cough 
Drops—actually medicated with ingredi- 
ents of Vicks VapoRub.) This gives you 
full 24-hour treatment. 


Trial offer to VICKS users 


You have Vicks VapoRub, Now get the 


new Vicks Nose & Throat Drops and 
follow the Vicks Plan for better Control- 
of-Colds. Unless you are delighted with 
results, your druggist has been instruct- 
ed to cheerfully return your money. 


Before a cold starts After a cold starts 





















An otherwise fine appearance can be 
ruined by neglected hair. 

Good-looking hair grows only in a 
healthy scalp. Take 60 seconds, twice 
a week, to massage that dry, parched 
sealp of yours with Vitalis! 

The Vitalis workout speeds circula- 
tion, provides needed oils. Your hair 
takes on new life and natural lustre! 
Get your first Vitalis workout at your 
harber’s today! Buy a bottle at your 


druggist’s and follow up! 


Vitalis 


Bristol-Myers Co., N. Y. 
ask your 


Your barber knows bis 
sees 
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usine 
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Keeps Hair Healthy and Handsome 
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Presidential Possibilities: Newton D. Baker 


(Continued from page 23) 
repetition of statements telling the peo- 
ple that their troubles are due to the 
repercussion of foreign distress, has in- 
fluenced them into realizing that they 
are more a part of an economic unit 
than they used to be. And the unwitting 
financial alliances we have made have 
caused us painfully to realize that isola- 
tion is an obsolete word. 

“I am inclined to believe,” Baker has 
admitted with quizzical smile, “that 
where a man’s treasure is, there his heart 
is also. . . . However, our political rela- 
tions are still a little anarchistic.” 

Baker has, however, a definite pro- 
gram of foreign relations. 

1.—Join the World Court. 

He is far from believing that such an 
institution can stop wars. For wars spring 
from deep economic causes, and not such 
things as lawyers can decide. Still it 
would be a gesture of the United States 
reassuring to the whole world and the 
Court could function much as our own 
Supreme Court, setting upon Inter-State 
controversies. 

2.—Develop sympathy for the enact- 
ment of the Capper Resolution. 

Mr. Baker believes that if the United 
States were to announce a doctrine, just 
as Monroe stated his doctrine, that when 
two nations who have agreed not to go 
to war, engage in hostilities, the capital 
and resources of the United States will 
be available to neither of them, it would 
be a distinct deterrent to belligerently- 
minded states. 

3—Sympathetic cooperation with the 
League of Nations. 

Of the League, Mr. Baker points out 
that as an instrument for conference and 
conciliation it is the only thing the world 


has as yet seen, and is the only forum 
for open discussion of incipient con- 
troversies. It does two important things, 
as he sees it: It acts continuously in 
time of calm, and it acts in a crisis. Ir 
concentrates the interest and intellect of 
the rest of the world on over-heated 
nations, and calls transgressors to the 
bar of public opinion. He would work 
with it wherever possible. 

Baker set forth his views on the sub- 
ject of prohibition quite conclusively in 
the Wickersham report, and has not 
changed his mind as the presidential con- 
ventions near. He believes the police 
functions of the government should be 
distributed among the states, and should 
be exercised by them as far as possible, 
in prohibition as well as other ‘domestic 
affairs. He does not believe the 18th 
Amendment belongs on the Federal 
Constitution. 

This man, who can direct a war, 
reinforce a wood-box, coax a lagging 
rose-bush, understand Bach and Stravin- 
sky, and plan for World Peace is the 
man who has said in the midst of the 
morass of pessimism: 

“That a new spirit has come in matters 
of international concern and in the new 
technique which has been evolved for 
the consideration of international prob- 
lems, whether economic or political, is 
the point I try to make, and in it I find 
immense stimulation and encouragement. 

“The world has been racked in a great 
storm and even yet the wind and storms 
have not abated—Strong hands have 
been discovered at the wheel, and in the 
darkness some lights are already appear- 
ing, which seem to indicate that at the 
end of a great striving we may hope for 
a safe port.” 























No lost pay days 
FOR HER! 


Reduces number 66% — effective 


Don’t let a cold rob you of part of your pay. In 
these days it is important to be on the job ail 
the time. Every penny counts. ; 

There is an easy, pleasant, and safe way of 
helping to prevent colds and to check their 
severity once they have started. 


Gargle with Listerine Twice a Day 


It is the twice-a-day gargle with full strength 
Listerine. Year in, year out, millions have 
proved that it keeps them in better health. 
Builds up resistance to colds and other infec- 
tions in the mouth. 

And now, clinical tests show that those who 
employ ed Listerine as a mouth wash, had only 
% as many colds, and sometimes only % as 
many, as those who did not gargle at all. These 
tests, conducted over a period of 75 days, 
under medical supervision, also showed that 
even when colds were contracted, they lasted 
¥ as long and were only 14 as severe. 


Germ-killing with Safety 


Why does Listerine accomplish such amazing 
results when ordinary mouth washes fail? 
First, because used full strength just as it 
comes from the bottle, it kills germs associated 
with colds, in the fastest time. As a gargle, it 
reduces the number of surface germs 98%. 
And maintains substantial reduction for hours. 


Healing in Effect 


Second, because Listerine is safe and non- 
poisonous. Unlike mouth washes so harsh they 
must be diluted, Listerine’s action is always 
healing. Therefore, while it kills germs, it at 
the same time relieves inflammation. 

Because of its safety, and its soothing and 
healing action, Listerine has always been fa- 
vored by physicians, nurses, and laymen, over 
poisonous mouth washes dangerous if not 
diluted exactly. 


SHE ESCAPES 


COLDS 


by gargling 

twice a day 
with 

LISTERINE 


because SAFE 


Ends Bad Breath 


Keep Listerine handy in home and office. Carry 
it with you when you travel. It is your protec- 
tion againstinfection and is also your assurance 
that your breath will be pleasant, sweet, and 
not offensive to others. Lambert Pharmacal 
Co., St. Louis, Missouri. 








= 
Choose Mouth Wash Carefully 
Some watered—others dangerous 


Of 203 mouth washes which were ana- 
lyzed, 94 were non-antiseptic, 107 could 
not kill germs in 3 minutes, and 143 were 
unable to kill germs in 1 minute. Some 
used with water were useless. Others 
were so harsh they irritated mouth 
tissue and were therefore dangerous. 
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FREE 


this remarkable new 64-page 
VACATION BOOK 


Detailed information and 
ticket application blanks for 


OLYMPIC GAMES 








S YOU KNOW, the Olympic Games 
will be held in Southern California this 
summer. The vacation opportunity of a life- 
time! And you can make it yours so easily! 
By rail (at new low summer fares) from 
most points in the country even a two- 
weeks vacation gives you at least 11 days 
here. And costs while here need be no more 
than for an ordinary vacation. In this year 
‘round vacationland you escape the “peak 
prices” necessary in short-season resorts. 
To help you plan, we've included, in one 
of the most complete vacation books ever 
the things you'll want to see and 
itemized 


printed: 
do here, in day-by-day detail... 
daily cost figures for hotels, sports, meals 
and sightseeing...over 100 interesting gra- 
vure photographs of Southern California 
scenes... map, all about how to get here, 
time required, etc. Send coupon below for 
your free copy. 

With this book we will send, if you wish, 
another free book containing detailed in- 
formation and schedules of Olympic Games 
events, with ticket application blanks. 


Champions and celebrities are coming 
from all the worid for the Olympic finals 
July 30 to Aug. 14. Come then, or any time 
this summer. Southern California, in holi- 
day mood, means the vacation of your life 

. rainless days... cool nights (you'll sleep 
under blankets)... every vacation joy! 

The blue Pacific...mile-high mountains, 
crystal lakes...sports in brilliant settings... 
foreign “color” in ancient Missions, palms, 
orange groves, nearby Old Mexico. Fasci- 
nating resorts surround Los Angeles: Holly- 
wood, with its night life, Pasadena, Glen- 
dale, Long Beach, Santa Monica, Beverly 
Hills, Pomona. 

Plan now. Send the coupon today. (If 
you wish another beautiful book, “Southern 
California through the Camera,” include 10 
cents in stamps.) 





_ 
Come for a vacation you'll always remem-| 
ber. Advise anyone not to come seeking| 
employment lest he be disappointed, but 
| for the tourist, attractions are unlimited. | 





SOUTH ERN CALIFORNIA 


1l-Year Club of Southern ‘Californie, Led., Div. C 
‘ ad me booklets I have checked below 


Free new 64-page illustrated book with details (including costs) of a Southern California vacation. 
Free detailed Olympic Games schedules and ticket application blanks. 
L} **Southern California through the Camera’’ (10 cents enclosed). Also free booklets about counties checked below: 
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1151 So. Broadway, Los Angeles, Calif. 


) Santa Barbara 
(J Ventura 
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The Rebus Contest 
Imagine our surprise! 


We were of course fully aware that 
those three contest rebuses were “tough 
babies”, to quote from Rebus No. 1, but 
we were not prepared to hear from our 
patiently reading judges that of the 
thousands of solutions received, not a 
single one was correct! 

Readers who sent us the results of 
their labors can now judge for themselves 
whether we are rightly accused of “being 
unfair”—or as one contestant put it— 
“being without a redeeming feature.” 


(Rebus No. 3) 

At any rate, it was assuredly not our 
intention to make all thought of financial 
reward impossible, consequently we have 
selected the ten solutions most nearly 
correct and to these the $10 cash prize 
is awarded: 

Marie Parkes, 
420 State Street, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Harrison G. Kildare, 
5017 Copley Road, 
Germantown, Pa. 
Frank A. Bedford, Jr., 
250 S. 18th Street, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


Mabel Claypool, 
Williamsport, Ind. 
P. N. Lehoczky, 
11 E. Lane Avenue, 
Columbus, Ohio. 
Victorine Lynn, 
Dalton, Ga. 


C. H. Ackermann, 
Corvallis, Ore. 


Mabel Justice, 
Catawba Sanatorium, Va. 
Mrs. Jefferson H. Davis, 
Colorado Springs, Colo. 


James Kribs, 
Fremont, Nebr. 
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Broadeastings 
(Continued from page 17) 


to conjure with, or at least to keep 
intact. I assume that the permanent 
surname Ford was adopted in com- 
pliment to our own Henry, but at any 
rate, there is a story, probably apo- 
cryphal, about Mr. Ford Madox Ford 
attending a party at which was preés- 
ent a Mr. Holme, and within the hear- 
ing of Mr. Holme, the host said to 
Mr. Ford: “Will you have a cigar, Mr. 
Ford?” Mr. Ford immediately corrected 
his host by saying: “Ford Madox Ford, 
if you please.” A moment later the host 
approached Mr. Holme. “Will you have 
a cigar, Mr. Holme?” he asked, and 
Mr. Holme, pronounced Home, became 
immediately indignant, “Home Sweet 
Home, if you please,” he said. 

It is freely admitted that this story 
may be and probably is apocryphal or at 


least inaccurate, but a gentleman like | 


Mr. Ford Madox Ford who can remem- 


ber so many incidents in the life of | 


Joseph Conrad which other intimates of 
Conrad are a bit hazy about, will forgive 
inaccuracy in anecdotes of Mr. Ford him- 
self. Return to Yesterday, Mr. Ford’s 
recent book, contains so many anecdotes 
about distinguished writers of the past 


forty years, that it rivals the late Frank | 


Harris’ Contemporary Portraits in 158 
volumes or was it 159? Mr. Harris even 
supplemented these writings by personal 
reminiscences, especially in my flat in 
Nice, where after three cocktails, he 
could remember vividly a couple of 
startling conversations he had _ with 
Arthur Wellesley, Duke of Wellington 
and hero of Waterloo, in which conver- 
sation Frank Harris called the Duke 
Arthur. The Duke died in 1852 and 
Frank Harris was born in 1860, but if 
people are going to split hairs about a 
little discrepancy like that, the first thing 
you know we shan’t have any literary 
reminiscences left, and Mr. Ford’s Re- 
turn to Yesterday is well worth reading. 
If, in the interest of puritanical accuracy, 


it had not been written at all, it would | 


have been a distinct loss to contemporary 
letters and to the publishing firm of 
Horace Liveright. The book is doing 
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extremely well at $4. retail, and a mighty 


good four dollars worth too. 
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THE 2 INGRAM BARBERS « TERRY TUBE OR JERRY JAR 


ours C-O-O-L! Stand by for 
the cool Ingram program! What- 
ever the shave length, Ingram’s Shaving 
Cream will give your face the coolest, 
smoothest reception it ever had. It 
tunes out the static from the toughest 
of beards. It’s 


cool! Cool!! COOL!!! 


We'll broadcast to a nation-wide hook- 
up that Ingram’s Shaving Cream is 
cool! It’s smooth and it’s soothing, and 
it makes your face feel as pleasant as a 
bagful of fan mail! 
. . . 

Coolness is Ingram’s long suit! It’s cool 
because it’s got things in it that make 
it cool...three special ingredients that 
soothe and tone the skin while you 


INGRAM’S 


Shaving Cream 
IN TUBES 
OR JARS! 


shave. They give this marvelously cool, 
smooth soap the properties of after- 
shaving lotion, tonic, and shaving 
cream—all three in one. 

Take your pick of the economical jar 
or the handy tube. It makes no difference 
as far as the insides are concerned. Each 
is full of this fine cool soap — the soap 
that lets you shave as close as you want 
without any razor nicks and stings. 

Ingram’s is ina class by itself. Ifyou’re 
skeptical, send us the coupon below. 
We'll wager 10 Free 
Shaves you'll 
agree! 















Who Does Not Remember 


Faces Better Than Names? 












The advertising space in the Fifth Avenue buses offers advertisers 
the opportunity of delivering their message in full color with every 


advertiser having an equal size space, at no increased rate over 


the rate tor black and white. 


40% of the Nation’s Wealth 


is owned by women. They dispense 80% of the money spent. A recent 





check-up of the Fifth Avenue bus passengers shows that 71% are women— 
the balance men and children. 

A survey made sometime ago by the Fifth Avenue Coach Company 
shows that a large percentage of bus passengers are shoppers. For instance, 
in twelve months 284,294 passengers were delivered to the WANAMAKER 
store, 366,918 passengers carried away from Wanamaker’s. Based on a 


month’s tabulation, the buses delivered to 










Lord & Taylor’s 378,000 passengers per year ‘ 
Altman’s 423,000 passengers per year y 
McCreery’s Fifth Ave. Entrance 233,400 passengers per year ' 
Best & Co. 184,500 passengers per year 
Franklin Simon & Co. 134,700 passengers per year 
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sus advertisers are numbered among the finest on the 
Avenue and \ also ha a number of high grade 


national advertiser 


Let us send you full information and reasons why you 
should advertise in the Fifth Avenue buses. 








JOHN H. LIVINGSTON, Jr. 


Advertising Space in the 
Fifth Avenue Buses 
425 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 


Tel. Caledonia 
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A 
SHAVING CREAM 
BY SQUIBB 


Researcu in the Squibb Laboratories does 
not stop with the introduction of a new 
product. It goes on unceasingly, perfecting 
and improving. 

Squibb Shaving Cream, with a five-year 
record of popularity among men who care 
about their appearance, is today a better 
product than ever. Its full, creamy lather 
contains a balm which smooths the razor’s 
path—gives comfort while you shave. And 
a special ingredient in Squibb’s supplies 
oils essential to the comfort of the skin, 
leaving your face refreshed, pliant, marvel- 
ously comfortable, when the shave is over. 

Squibb Shaving Cream is precisely the 
satisfactory product you would expect to 
bear the Squibb name. Ask your druggist 


for a free sample, or send 10 cents for a 
generous guest-size tube to E. R. Squibb 
& Sons, Squibb Building, New York City. 





SHAVING CREAM 


No CAMP 
IS COMPLETE 
WITHOUT A CANOE 


A canoe brings all the beauty of miles of water 
right to the dock of your camp. There’s fishing 
on the stretch of a lazy lake. There’s exploring 
« . « day-time excursions to secluded spots . . . 
overnight trips. It’s no back-breaking work to go 
places in an Old Town Canoe. The easy stroke 
of a paddle takes you there and back — smoothly, 
guickly, and enjoyably. 

Old Town canoeing is mot an expensive luxury. 
There are 1932 models lowered to $63. And Old 
Towns give years and years of hard use without 
any expensive up-keep cost. Write for a free 
catalog showing paddling, sailing, and square-stern 
types. Also outboard boats, including big, fast, 
seaworthy, all-wood boats for family use. Row- 
boats and dinghies. Write today! Old Town 
Canoe Co., 1323 Middle St., Old Town, Maine. 


‘Old Town Canoes” 
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Try These On Your 
Depression 


(Continued from page 6) 


non-combatant, and it’s not likely he’d 
ever sue anybody. But you recall how 
he went to London with a goatful of 
milk among his luggage? So, here’s what 
folks with hefty appetites and flat 
purses should do. They should get a 
goat. Put her in the backyard. Toss her 
a few cans and malt syrup to graze on. 
Then when milking time comes you'll 
garner a nice quart, or two quarts, de- 
pending on whether you have selected a 
lazy or industrious goat, of excellent 
beer. 

I could go on this way indefinitely, 
supplying modern ideas to our citizens. 
But it would be well, perhaps, for me to 
stop here and let folks do some think- 
ing for themselves. I think I have out- 
lined the sort of idea that will click. And, 
anyway, my wife has just come in to tell 
me there is a collector down at the front 
door and will I please get an idea of 
something to tell him if we don’t want 
to be sued. Therefore, I'll be signing off 
now. Good luck to you! 


—David William Moore. 





It’s surprising what changes are 
wrought in a few years. Now British 
society ladies are coming to Reno to 
be presented at court. 


“Bootleggers,” says a candidate, 
“pay approximately $4,000,000 daily 
for protection.” There’s many a tip 
between the cup and the lip. 





































Cirtlen ff OD? 


“Confound it—a button off my spats!” 























on the Rio Grande 


@ There’s a land of golden sunshine calling you—a 
friendly land of turquoise sky and gorgeous mountain, 
a joyous healthy land where the air is clean and dry 
and piney. It’s calling you to play among its Indian 
Villages, its Spanish settlements, its wooded canyons, 
its big ranches. But you'll be just as welcome if you 
come to rest. In the very heart of this land is the cos- 
mopolitan little city of Albuquerque, with a climate 
in which thousands of people with pulmonary and 
bronchial troubles have been restored torobust health. 
Here is a balanced year-round climate where a south- 
erly latitude brings warm, tissue-mending sunshine 
almost every day of the year, and a 5000 ft. altitude 
provides cool shade and nights that make you sleep 
under blankets even in July and August. Come and 
feel the charm of this land. Spend a health vacation 
here. Use this climate as a preventive if possible, a 
cure if necessary. We have a free booklet, illustrated 
with 130 photographs, which gives climatic charts, 
health facts, living expenses and describes the fasci- 


nating surrounding country. May we send you a copy? 


ALBUQUERQUE CIVIC COUNCIL, 
1332 Sunshine Building, 
Albuquerque, New Mexico. 


Please send a copy of your free booklet to: 








Under the present law, says the 
Pathfinder, a man who has been ab- 
sent from his wife seven years is pre- 
sumed to be dead. 

Or at least mad about something. 
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BITTERS 


Tones the Stomach 
Improves the Appetite 
Aids Digestion 


Sample of Bitters by 
mail 25 cts. 





Cc. W. ABBOTT & CO. 
Baltimore, Md. 








Eases the Journey | | 


back to Health 


VICHY 


CELESTINS 


long known to the 
medical profession, 
is extensively pre- 





Contract Bridge 
(Continued from page 42) 


| (4) Showing the six card rebiddable 


length in hearts. 
(5) Justified by the seven honor-tricks 
which North now knows their twenty- 
six cards hold and the assurance that, 
short of an unfortunate distribution of 
trumps, no trick will be lost in that suit. 
The psychological hurdle of a Take- 
out Double of Mr. Lenz’s partner’s 
vulnerable bid of one notrump permitted 
me to escape with a paltry penalty of 
200 points on the hand shown below: 





scribed in stomach 
and liver affections. 


This natural alkaline 
mineral water from 
the Spring at Vichy, 
France, the famous 
health resort, is ob- 
tainable from your 
druggist or grocer. 





American Agency of French Vichy, Inc. 
Fifth Avenue at 42nd Street, New York 











"At the present rate of increasing 


mildness,” says a weather prophet, 


Mr. Lenz 
& K-8-7 
? K-J-10-4-3 
10-4-3 
& A-8 
Mr. Culbertson Mr. Schenken 
& A-Q-10-5-3} N | @ J-2 
2Q W E | 0 9-7-6-2 
> A-Q9-7-5 _ 1062 
& O3 > | de 10-7-6-4-2 
Com. Liggett 
A 9-6-4 
2 A-8-5 
K-J-8 
#& K-J-9-5 























“there will be no winters in 98 years.” 


Even so, few overcoats will last. 


The Bidding 





South West 
INT Double 
Pass 


Pass 


Pass 

















Hotel Lievte 


Fifth Avenue at 61st Street 
NEW YORK 


ie If. 


Single Rooms 
and Suites 


for 
Transient or Extended 
Visits 
RE, 
A Famous Restaurant 
Ne Mf) 


CHARLES PIERRE, President 








In the play I was defeated 4 tricks 
and not being vulnerable this cost our 
side 200 points. It is, of course, self-evi- 
dent that I should not have been per- 
mitted to escape so cheaply from my 
effort to prevent our opponents from 
scoring a two game rubber. Mr. Lenz 
held 2%  honor-tricks. Commander 
Liggett held three and he showed these 
by his opening bid. Mr. Lenz held at the 
very least two certain tricks against my 
contract and one other possible trick, as 
well as one extremely probable trick. The 
spade King and the club Ace were ob- 
vious tricks. The heart King was a possi- 
ble trick and the ability to use one of his 
diamonds to ruff a third round of clubs 
is a probable trick. Thus, at worst, he 
has the book in his own hand and as a 
plus value his partner’s opening vulner- 
able bid. True to my analysis of Mr. 
Lenz’s psychology, however, he did not 
use the Penalty Double. 

Perhaps the most startling example of 
adverse under-bidding, due as I believe 


(Continued on the next page) 











DSedaetield 
Sun 


Sedgetfield-Greensboro, 
North Carolina 








INDING happiness in sun- 

nier climes means finding 
Sedgefield—the charm of its 
Old-South hospitality; the de- 
lightful English Manor style of 
its architecture; the luxury and 
comfort of its appointments. 

And, of course, the joy of its 
varied and engaging recreations 
—sporty |8-hole golf, with green 
grass greens, over a course that 
practically surrounds the hotel; 
excellent tennis right at the very 
threshold; alluring bridle trails 
that wind for more than 50 miles 
through the fragrant pine woods. 

Come to Sedgefield for hap- 
piness. Enjoy its invigorating 
climate, the beauty of the roll- 
ing Piedmont Carolina country- 
side, the health and rejuvenation 
that await you here. 

Sedgefield is just overnight 
from New York, Philadelphia, 
Washington—almost  every- 
where. For further information 
about Sedgefield happiness write 
today to 


JOHN C. WALLER, 



































CORNS 52": TOES 


—relieved in ONE minute 
by these thin, healing, safe y 
pads! They removethecause 
—shoefrictionand pressure. 


Dr ae 
Zino- “pa ds canes ao for 











Contract Bridge 
(Continued from the preceding page) 


to faulty adverse psychology, occurred 
on the hand below: 





TC Mr. Lenz 
& 9-6-5 
V K-7-3 
© K-10-6 
& A-Q-10-9 
Mr. Culbertson [~ | Mr. Gottlieb 
& A-10-8-4 N | & K-J-7 
/ A-6-5-4-2) WW E | v 10-8 
> 8-3 eg |v Q.-7-4-2 
®K3 | > | &7-65.2 
Cum. Liggett 
& Q-3-2 
VY Q-J-9 
© A-J-9-5 
we J-8-4 











The Bidding 











East South West North 


EN Pass 








Pass Pass 


Pass Pass 

















ons 








I made one heart, but it is, of course, 
apparent that North and South can 
make three notrump without a peek or 
a finesse. 

And thus, we see the conclusion of the 
whole matter, the explanation of why I 
was willing to offer such apparently heavy 
odds. Conceding to Mr. Lenz his great 
skill as a player of the cards I knew the 
barriers which stood insurmountably be- 
tween him and success. I mean that blind 
chance, the element which men call luck 
in cards, would over this long test even 
itself up and my faith in this respect was 
fully justified when you consider that in 
eight hundred and seventy-nine hands 
there was only 114 honor-trick difference 
in their holdings and ours and yet these 
1'4 honor-tricks, the equivalent of one 
Ace and one King, had been converted 
into a plus score of 8980 points. 


Solution of Last Month’s 





Problem 
A 6 
A-9-8-6-5-4 
© Q-J-7-4 
we 6-4 
& K.Q.J-9-8-7-4.27 7 |@ ——— 
IK Ww r V 7-3-2 
> 9-8-2 | O 10-6-5-3 
mA | > |& J-10-9-8-7-2 
& A-10-5-3 
Y Q-J-10 
© A-K 
& K-Q-5-3 




















MUSCULAR 







ACHES! 


PAINS! 






STOP THEM QUICK, OR THEY 
MAY STOP YOUR PAY CHECK 


















OU may be able to take the punish- 

ment of aching muscles but, in times 
like these, can you afford to be laid up 
and take time off from work to nurse 
them back to normal comfort? 

It’s needless to suffer from most mus- 
cular ailments... especially since it’s so 
easy to get relief. Simply douse Absor- 
bine Jr. on those aching muscles and rub, 
massage itin. Quick to act, it is so sooth- 
ing, so relieving. And soon you are re- 
warded with the peaceful relaxation that 
comes with blessed freedom from throb- 
bing pain. 

This is because Absorbine Jr. is a safe 
“rubefacient.” Doctors will tell you that 


ABSORBINE 


for years has relieved sore muscles, as 
museular aches, bruises, burns, cuts, | Bite 


sprains, abrasions 













it helps to stir up sluggish circulation 
and thereby relieves the sore congestion 
in muscles. Since Absorbine Jr. will not 
blister, it can be used with massage and 
so brings double-acting relief. 

For 40 years, Absorbine Jr. has been 
a favorite among coaches, trainers and 
athletes. It’s the wisest precaution 
against all kinds of muscular ailments. 
An excellent antiseptic. Price, $1.25. 
For free sample write W. F. Young, Inc., 
362 Lyman Street, Springfield, Mass. 
Canada: Lyman Bldg., Montreal. 


* 


@ IR. 


| = Used by 
Thousands 
~-* for 
me “ATHLETE'S 
Ys FreoT” 








The contract is three notrump by 
North and South doubled and redoubled 
vulnerable. What can North and South 
score on the hand against any lead by 
West and any defense? 


The Solution: 


South makes five notrump as follows: 


West leads the & K, South takes with 
the Ace, lays down the © A-K, leads the 
Y 10, takes with the Y A in the North 
hand, plays the © Q-J, upon which he 
discards the Y Q-J out of the closed 





hand, thus making six hearts, four dia- 
monds and one spade. 


The Score: 

420 for three odd at notrump re- 
doubled, 200 for making redoubled con- 
tract when vulnerable, 800 for two tricks 
over the doubled contract. 





“We will not drop the gold stand- 
ard,” says an editorial. This is fair 
enough, so long as the gold standard 
does not drop us. 
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Non-Skid Shaving 


EMEMBER the old fabric tires? 


How you used to skid around | BAD 

| DISTRIBUTION 
| 

| 


the corners? Too much slide and ve 
not enough P.A.R. (or properly 


adjusted resistance). 


4 . 

3 
“a 

Sax 


5 ' 

* 4 

oe y ~ I STOCK MARKET 
r 


The same principle applies in 
shaving. Wet slippery whiskers— — 
and you skidall over theface. Can't tell 
get dt’em. But give the shave the i A wo) 
right P.A.R., which Burma-Shave + : A Hie? 
does, and the whiskers come off coh ail mene 
easily and quickly. No skidding. 
No painful pull. And no after 
ae ay ag ge a “The depression is all HIS fault!” 
Shave itself is fine for the skin. 

All we ask is that you give 
Burma-Shave a chance on your 
face. Like 800,000 other men you'll 
say, ‘‘What a shave!”’ 


BANKERS + 
CONGRESS 











GIVE THE GUY THE 
TOE OF YOUR BOOT 





WHO TRIES A 
Ai Pry AILO Fry 
TO HAND YOU +A imanon WORLD'S 
4 CHAMPION y CHAMPION 


FLAG POLE FLAGPOLE 
sirreR 





A SUBSTITUTE FOR 























ZZ 
NO BRUSH-NO LATHER: NO RUB-IN 





We were going to write a facetious 
list of possible endurance contests, but 
now they are doing them all seriously. 























ad Corns, Bunions, 

~ Calluses, and Hot, 

Perspiring, Smarting 

feet. Ask for the New 
Shaker Top Family size 


a “Allen's 
” Foot-Ease 


é For Free Sample and Walking Doll, 
# © address Allen's Foot=Ease, Le Roy,N.Y. 
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Winter in the Summer 


It was midnight on the ocean, 
Not a street car was in sight, 
The sun was shining brightly, 
For it rained all day that night. 







‘Twas a summer day in winter, 
The rain was snowing fast, 

When a barefoot girl with shoes on 
Stood sitting on the grass. 







The rain was pouring down, 

The sun was shining bright, 

And everything that you could see 
Was hidden out of sight. 







It was evening and the rising sun 
Was setting in the west, 

While the little fishes in the trees 
Were cuddled in their nest. 







Then the organ peeled potatoes, 
Lard was rendered by the choir, 
While the Sexton rang a dishrag, 
Someone set the church on fire. 







“Holy Smoke,” the preacher shouted, 
As he madly tore his hair, 

Now his head resembles Heaven 
For there is no parting there. 



















“What shall we play for, a tenth of a 
scent?” 








Most fathers think that every 
young fellow who comes around the 
house is trying to marry his daugh- 
ter; most mothers are afraid he isn’t. 
















“How is Dub getting on with his 
golf?” 


today.” 


TAKE 
YOUR SCOTCH 
CAREFULLY 


When you long for pastures new, itis time to 
think of Scotland and the Scotch. Scotland is 
a romantic land suggesting heathered moor- 
lands—the hurrying of Jacobite armies—the 
vivid lives of Wallace and Bruce—and fiery 
stories of life and love. Go North to Edin- 
burgh from London, it is only eight and a 
quarter hours away in the “FLYING SCOTS- 
MAN.” Edinburgh Castle perched on the 
dizzy heights stands grim and triumphant in 
its long fight with time. Ancient Holyrood is 
linked with Mary Queen of Scots and Bonnie 
Prince Charlie. Nearby Stirling seems to 
breathe of long-forgotten centuries. By the 
high altar of Melrose Abbey lies the heart of 
Bruce and the remains of the great Earl 
Douglas. Although Sir Walter Scott is buried 
at Dryburgh, Abbotsford, where he lived, is 
the Poet's greatest shrine. Dryburgh, too, is 
the eternal resting place of the famous 
British Commander in the Great War—Field 
Marshal Earl Haig. At Balmoral you will see 
the Highland home of the King and Queen. 











and NOW. 





Let us take you through the Western Highlands 
where the lochs and glens will provoke the 
poets among you. And golf! Why, the very 
sight of St. Andrews in our booklets is enough 
to make the most ardent stay-at-home reach 
for the clubs and shout “Fore” right in the 
parlor. Write for our new booklet and let 


the natural color views convince you, 


COMMUNICATE WITH KETCHAM 
General Agent, 11 West 42nd St., New York 


LONDON AND NORTH EASTERN 


RAILWAY 
OF ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND 


Bookings and reservations from any tourist agency that knows its job. 


one. 


New York 


Sees Ideally located on Fifth 
f, Avenue at the entrance 
to Central Park, The 
Plaza and The Savoy- 
Plaza offer the highest 
standards of hospitality 
... everything to make 
your visit an enjoyable 


Reservations for the 
NATIONAL HOTEL of CUBA 
may be made of the 
PLAZA and SAVOY-PLAZA 


The COPLEY-PLAZA, Boston 




































HENRY A. ROST 


“Pretty good. He hit a ball in one 
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FRED STERRY 


President Manager 
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JOHN D. OWEN 



































WATCH YOUR 
stock go up 


HEALTH and pleasure are the stock in trade of 
Chalfonte-Haddon Hall. And in this year of values, 
our rates are right in line with everything else. 
We've proved that a first-class hotel can be rea- 
sonable! Here you'll find every facility for relax- 
ation and comfort, for exercise and diversion. 
You'll find a thoughtful service and a pleasant 
friendliness And 1932 rates. 

Make Chalfonte-Haddon Hall a week-end habit 
and watch your stock in health go up! Write for 
information. 


(WERICAN (vp EFUROPER A PLANS 
CHA ) TE 
ALFONT EI 
s — a 4 
HADDON HALL 


ATLANTIC CITY 


LEEDS AND LIPPINCOTT COMPANY “I had to shoot her—she was always giggling.” 





. 
= it up on end—look at it any 
way you please—you can’t get away 
from that feeling you have almost 
every time you see a copy of LIFE— 
“There’s a gol-dinged good maga- 
zine—I ought to see every issue, 
every month!” 

Well, now is the big moment—the 
very point of time to Obey That Im- 
pulse. Contrary to the popular 
phrase, life is NOT a bowl of cher- 
ries—and LIFE treats it with respect 
but always with a smile. You hardly 
need to be reminded that you want 
LIFE. You may need reminding that 
a subscription for twelve monthly 
issues is only $1.50 and that you can 
subscribe as easily as rolling off a 
log by using this coupon. 


ded 
Ww 
vmod 
od 
a. 
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_ 
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_ 
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bad 
co 
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| OBEY THAT IMPULSE 
LIFE, 60 East 42nd Street, New York 
Gentlemen: Please enter my subscription for one year at $1.50 
Sse | (Canadian and Foreign $2.10). 
Name _ 


Street 


City - State____ ° . . ” 
“When I was a boy, all this was just a wilderness. 
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How to Minimize 
After-effects of 
Tobacco 


To an Amazing Degree 
by Doing One Simple Thing 

















"SMOKER’S FAG! 


Now Found 90% Correctable 
According to Scientists 


Would you like to add the element of reason- 
— safety; freedom from smoker’s fag, 


ead dullness and depression to your 
aioe 
You can, according to scientists, to an 


mazing extent, in a simple way. Millions of 
mokers are already doing it. 

THIS IS WHAT YOU DO: Simply take 
2 teaspoons of Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia in 
a glass of water EVERY NIGHT before 
bed. Or take two Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 

tablets every night which give an equiva- 
lent amount of Milk of Magnesia. 

That acts to alkalinize your system. 4nd 
an alkalinized system is largely impervious to 
the bad effects of tobacco. Science has found 
that it’s the acid system that cannot tol- 
erate tobacco. 

This small, daily dosage of Phillips’ Milk 
of Magnesia tends to neutralize those acids 
in your system. 

Hence, those after-effects you feel now 

after heavy smoking go. Your ‘head is clear. 
Your mouth sweet. You have fewer head- 
aches. Less heaviness across the eyes, at the 
back of your head, across your forehead. 

If youarea regull ir and consistent smoker 

be fair to yourself and follow this method. 
Don’t let tobacco “get” you. Fortify your 
system against its effects. 

Get genuine Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 
at any drug store. See that you get the 
genuine, as endorsed by doctors, 

TWO FORMS NOW AT STORES—You can now 

get genuine Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia in tablet 
rm, as well as ordinary liquid form. Each tablet is 

the equivalent of a teaspoonful of Milk of Magnesia. 

Carry the tablets with you wherever you go. They 
ste like mint candy. 


PHILLIPS’ 
Milk of Magnesia 


NEUTRALIZES THE ACID THAT CAUSES 
TOBACCO HEADACHES and DEPRESSION 


Great Dramas in Sport 


(Continued from page 48) 


won there would be millions for him. 

Reputation! . Honor! ... 
Nothing mattered compared with 
dollars. ... He had fought for those 
dollars as other men have for their 
country, and their faith and their 
families. ... He must beat Dempsey! 


The bell sent Luis out into the 
whitely lit square, his knees still 
little trembly, his chest heaving. 
And, Dempsey was at him like a 
clawing catamount. . . . Two flashing 
rights to the chin, and the Argen- 
tine found himself on his knees 
again. 

Now, for the first time the Wild 
Bull realized that he was to be beat- 
en... that this terrible-eyed gringo, 
with the beard stubbled face was his 
master. . . . The millions could not 
be his. . . . Knowing this, he might 
have stayed down, but he was as 
brave as he was penurious and 
grasping. . . . He came up unstead- 
ily. His big arms hung by his side. 
They were valiant arms, and had 
been strong, but they were strong no 
longer. 

Dempsey stepped in, almost cas- 
ually. He hooked a left to the face 
and then hit Luis Angel Firpo on the 
jaw with his right. The Wild Bull 
collapsed. 

He lay stretched on the floor. A 
little pool of blood gathered under 
his battered face. 

Referee Gallagher counted him 
out. 











“I hope Mary finds me before the gas | 
| chorus of men’s voices, tune in. 


bill gets too high.” 








Man Collects 
‘Library’ of 
35 Fine Pipes 





Yet Swears By ONE 
Tobacco Exclusively 





Mr. Calvin L. White of Clairton, Pa., is 
an ardent pipe smoker. To him, a good pipe 
and good tobacco offer the only real smoking 
satisfaction, and he leaves no stone unturned 
in his search for the happiest combination 
of these two 

In fact, in his search he has made a col- 
lection of thirty-five fine pipes—a “library” 
of pipes many a smoker might well envy 
him. But his search for a “good tobacco” 
ended long ago with his discovery of one 
brand that settled all his doubts. Let him tell 
you about it 


608 St. Clair Ave., 
Clairton, Pa. 

Larus & Bro. Co. June 29, 1931 
Richmond, Va. 
Gentlemen: 

I am very much a pipe smoker, because 
a good pipe and good tobacco otfer the only 
real enjoyment | can get from a smoke 
While it is true that a good pipe has a lot 
to do with a good smoke, the wrong kind of 
tobacco spoils everything for me. My col 
lection of pipes consists of thirty-five, and 

ll of them are considered fine ones. But 
\ vhen it comes to tobacco, I stick to one 
Lrand exclusively—and that is Edgeworth, 

You will be interested to know that 
although I have smoked every one of these 
pipes through a number of years now, | 
have never experienced a sore throat or 
have 1 ever had any unpleasant aftertaste. 

My advice to any man is this—get a 
good pipe, a can of Edgeworth, and enjoy 
the real comfort and satisfaction that smok- 
mg has to ofter. 

Yours very truly 


Calvin L. White 


If, by chance, you are not a pipe smoker, 
why not take Mr. White’s advice and give it 
u try with a good pipe and a tin of Edge- 


worth Smoking Tobacco ? 
about this cool, 


Chere seems to be 
slow-burning 
about 


something 
smoke that makes men “wi 
it.” Perhaps it’s. that 
special Edgeworth blend 
of fine old burleys with 
its natural savor insured 
by a distinctive and ex- 


ite home 


clusive eleventh process 
Maybe 
looking a “bet” that will 
smoking 

you've 


you ve been over- 


bring you more 
satisfaction than 
yet known, 


Your name and ad- 
dress, sent to Larus & 
Brother Co. at 113 S. 
22d St., Richmond, Va., 
will bring you a free sample packet of Edge- 
worth, Or you can buy it from any dealer in 
two forms—Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed and 
Edgeworth Plug Slice. All sizes from the 15- 
cent pocket package to the pound humidor 
tin. Some sizes come in vacuum tins. And, 
by the way, you'll enjoy listening to the Dixie 
Spiritual Singers as they sing in the Edge- 
worth Factory over the N.B.C. Blue Network 
every Thursday evening. They sing spirituals 
in the old southern way. If you like a big 
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“Chic Sale-The | 
list £ 


Speci 


tells about 





the 


Too critical 
Critic 


UNIPER QUINCEBERRY, 
theater critic fer The Durham 
Star, took a delight in findin’ fault 
with shows. He’d even walk in a 
theater in the mornin’ and shake his 
hist at the empty stage. 

Well sir, things went from bad to 
worse. As far as he could see, there 
wasn't any thing any good. He got so 
mean he received several offers to 
work fer newspapers in big cities, but 
he turned them down because he said 
the newspapers was no good. Finally 
he got meaner and meaner till he 
decided he wasn’t any good hisself. 

Walkin’ to the medicine cabinet to 
git some poison and end it all, he 
looked at some carbolic acid and 
decided it wasn’t any good. Then he 
picked up a little tin box of chocolate 
tablets and read the printed slip 
inside. He ate a couple of the tablets. 
Well sir, his disposition improved so 
much that he got fired off his job as 
theater critic. 

You might say this is an argument 
against bein’ happy, but it ain’t. Juni- 
per’s a successful playwright now. 


Che Sake 


Millions have perfect confidence in Ex-Lax 
those “little chocolate tablets in the blue tin 
box.” They know that Ex-Lax checks on every 
point the doctor looks for in a laxative. 

Ex-Lax is safe and gentle in action, certain 
in effect. It tastes just like delicious chocolate 

Arall druggists 1oc, 25c, 5oc For grown-ups 
and children. Or mail coupon for free sample 


Keep “‘regular’’ with 


EX-LAX 


The Chocolated Laxative 





fl 
| FREE SAMPLE OF EX-LAX 


and “CHIC” SALE’S WELLS CORNERS GAZETTE | 








CODON cccmsunsmnssenasenmsennemmessenne | 


Mail this coupon to Ex-Lax, Inc., P. O. Box 170, ! 
Times- Plaza Station, Brooklyn, N. Y. W32 
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ACROSS 


Put your foot down 


Moves like a ship in distress 


Shut up. 


. Influenced by the moon. 
. Forcefully. 


Babylonian Hades 

Puff up. 

The goddess of the hearth 
Cripples 


. Feeds. 


Bury. 

Public proclamation 
Brave people. 

These go at a bargain 
Temper. 

Withered 

This dates back to Noah 
Best friend. 

The harm that was done 
To straighten out 


. To be handled with care 
. This is absurd, but true 


Outer covering 
Have some lunch 
Wire measure. 


. Small living quarters 


Dress trimmings. 


50. A river in the Ukraine. 


A thicket. 
East-Indian cedar 
If too thin, do this. 


The shelf over the fireplace 
. Earn. 


A fish. 
A dash of rouge. 


. Wandering Arabs. 


. An entertaining house. 


A double quartette. 


. Morning prayer. 

. Winged. 

. Chew on this one. 
. One of the muses. 


Actors appear in these. 
The upper crust. 
A Biblical unfortunate. 


. The fellows who are up and at ‘em. 
. Sorrow. 


. Metric measure. 











LIFE’S Cross Word Puzzle 

















DOWN 


These go down easy. 


. Spring flower. 


The pine-apple. 


. Mother. 
. Distinction. 


A mountain gorge. 


. Signs and portents. 


Coming after the others. 
Exact. 
Caught. 


. This starts with New Year's. 
. Tilled land 


Mischievous lad. 


. Choose from a number. 


Cleans up the house. 
Part of “‘to be.” 
The reward of valor 
This makes a breeze 
Took chances 


. To slur over 
. Queer talk. 


. Loosened. 


Place. 
Southern city 
Take for your own. 


. A silly girl. 


To drive out. 
Foolish talk. 
Greedy creature. 


A bird. 


. Mire. 


Indescribable. 


A spree. 


. Sweets 


Musical instrument 
Injure. 


. Made a public disturbance. 


Pucker. 
Vegetable. 


. Eskimo knife. 
. Moldy with age. 


The taxi clock. 


. A bout. 

. Proof mark. 

. Russian stockade. 
. Saltpeter. 

. Sheet music. 


. Hard work. 






n>. 


——— 


4\ 























| AS the theatre offers you two ways to see the same show, your 
car offers you two ways to drive. You can use ordinary gasoline and 
get there, or you can use Ethyl Gasoline and enjoy an even flow of 


velvet power that lets you relax in your seat—and drive in comfort. 
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Ruy ETHYL GASOLINE 


SEEING 
tA 


BELIEVING 


You have felt the difference with 
Ethy! Gasoline in your car. Now 
you can see the difference. By fit- 
ting a quartz window into the cyl- 
inder head of a modern high com- 
pression motor, engineers took pho- 
tographs of the actual combustion 
of motor fuels. Compare the un- 
even explosion of ordinary gasoline 
with the smooth burning of Ethyl 
Gasoline in the following pictures. 


Lert: The characteristic yellow 
color of ordinary gasoline even be- 





fore knock occurs. It is “carbon 
| yellow,” caused by glowing par- 
ticles of free carbon. Ethyl (ON Tae 
Ricat) shows no yellow at any 
stage. Below, views of the same 
two flames | /700th of a second later. 
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Lert: Ordinary gasoline at the in- 
| stant of knock. All rem alning gaso- 
line is exploding at once! Ricat: 
| Ethyl Gasoline at the same stage. 
The Ethy! fluid it contains prevents 
| the uneven explosion that causes 
‘carbon yellow,” harmful knock, 
| onaination and power-waste. 
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Lert: Nothing remains of ordinary 
gasoline now but afterglow. Ricut: 
Ethy | Gasoline is still burning. Its 
greatest power is delivered when 





the piston is going down— the time 
when power counts most. Look for 
| this Ethyl emblem. It assures you 
value for your gasoline money. 
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Ethyl! quality is maintained by con- 
stantinspection of samplescollected 
daily in all parts of the country. 
Ethyl fluid contains lead. Ethyl! 
Gasoline Corporation, New York. 




















“You like them FRESH? 


So do It” 


You don’t have to tell the woman who 
has switched to Camels the benefits of a 
fresh cigarette. 

She knows all about it—that’s the rea- 
son she stays switched. 

She has learned that the fine, fragrant, 
sun-ripened choice tobaccos in Camels 
have a perfectly preserved delicate mild- 
ness all their own. 


She knows by a grateful throat’s testi- 


mony what a relief this smooth, cool, 
slow-burning fresh cigarette means to 
sensitive membrane. 


Camels are fresh in the Camel Humidor 
Pack because they are made fresh, fresh 
with natural moisture and natural flavors 
— they are never parched or toasted. 


If you don’t know what the Reynolds 
method of scientifically applying heat so 
as to avoid parching or toasting means to 
the smoker — switch to Camels for just 
one day—then leave them—if you can. 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 


“Are you Listenin’ ?” 
R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY’S COAST-TO-COAST RADIO PROGRAMS 


CAMEL QUARTER HOUR, Morton Downey, Tony Wons, | 


and Camel Orchestra, direction Jacques Renard, every night 


except Sunday, Columbia Broadcasting System 


PRINCE ALBERT QUARTER HOUR, Alice Joy, 
“Old Hunch,” and Prince Albert Orchestra, every night except 


| Sunday, National Broadcasting Company, Red Network 


See radio page of local newspaper for time 


@ Don't remove the moisture-proof wrapping from 
your package of Camels after you open it. The Camel 


© 1932, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company 


Humidor Pack is protection against perfume and pow- 
der odors, dust and germs. In offices and homes, even 
in the dry atmosphere of artificial beat, the Camel 
Humidor Pack can be depended upon to deliver fresh 
Camels every time 


Made FRESH—Kept FRESH 








